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INTRODUCTION
subject and method of this book are indicated in the title, "Natural History from a
New Standpoint." In its preparation two facts
have been considered. First, no more.effective
method of instruction has beenfound than that
which conveys knowledge through that love of
the story which is characteristic of all children
and youth. Second, in reading the -book of
nature, not only a knowledge of the teachings
of science, but long experience and close, careful observation are essential. The special fitness of Mr. Barnum to produce a book on this
subject will be at once recognized. As he says
in his preface, he has "catered to the instruction and amusement of three generations."
The countless multitudes of people who have
viewed the collections of animals which he has
exhibited during this long period, have little
appreciated the herculean labor and the world
of dangerous adventure which has attended
the capture of these animals-beasts, birdsand
reptiles-nor the minute and accurate study
of their nature, habits and characteristics
THE
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which has been imolved in their care and
training. It is plain that to hunt, find and capture these animals in their native wilds, to
feed and care for them, preserve their health,
subdue their wild natures, and teach them the
many tricks which are performed, must not
only have required great courage, patience,
and a thorough knowledge of all that science
can tell of them, but must have gained for
those engaged in the work a far more close
and familiar acquaintance with the nature of
all these animals, and so a more thorough and
accurate knowledge of actual natural history
than has ever been given in any text-book on
this subject.
It is from .this vast storehouse of adventure
and scientific information that the veteran
showman and writer has drawn in the production of this work. In the form of a thrilling
narrative he gives an account of the many exciting adventures which were experienced by
those engaged in his expeditions made in
search of wild animals, and at the same time
presents a fun ·and accurate description of the
nature and peculiarities of these animals. The
book is thus made a most efficient instructor in
natural history, while at the same time it is a
mostfascinatingnarrative of adventure. Without preliminaries the reader is introduced to
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the exploring party under the direction of the
naturalist, Carl Godkin, in the midst of an
African jungle, and the story moves forward
with an interest that never flags.
The most striking incidents of adventure
are illustrated by Florence White Williams in
a series of drawings which are as accurate as
the text itself, which enhance both the interest
and value of the volume.
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ANIMA L STORIES
CHAPTER I
MY AFRICAN EXPEDITION

with the hunting parties which leave
Suakem for the interior of Abyssinia is to take
thirty days for the journey into the desert and
forty days to return, the greater period being
necessary to transport the captures made.
The expedition which I sent into southern
Africa whose adventures I have set out to tell
was much more elaborate than this in its
make-up and more ambitious in the results
sought.
It consisted of ten natives, respectively
known ·as Pongo, a Bushman (whose people
:!how some resemblance to the Chinese) ; Diedrick, a Hottentot ; Abdallah, from Senaar, and
Govozy, Wart, Adz, Bormo, Divak, Valmur,
Orak and Gooboo, gathered from the wild
tribes near the southeastern coast. The first
three could speak English quite well, but the
others had such an imperfeet knowledge of
the language that they rarely attempted t,o
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make their meaning known except by a
gibberish that was as hard for Pongo, Diedrick
and Abdallah to understand as for the American member~ of the company.
The three of whom I have particularly
spoken were experienced hunters, Pongo having been acquainted with Gordon Cumming
and the lamented Livingstone, while Diedrick
was with the famous missionary when he died.
The others were simply servants who were
counted upon to do what may be called the
menial labor of the expedition.
Carl Godkin was the director. He entered
my service when a boy and was sent to India
before he reached his majority, which was
thirty years previous to the most important
enterprise in which he engaged and of which,
as I have said, I have set out to give you the
history.
Although nearly fifty years old, he was so
toughened by his many years of exposure
that he seemed proof against the frightful
African climate which proves fatal to so many
foreigners. He was intelligent, well educated,
possessing great resources and knowledge of
natural history, and was one of the most successful sportsmen that ever lived. When I add
to this that he was an American, thoroughly
honest and dev~ted to my interests, you will
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approve of my course in placing him in charge
of the expedition.
In addition to the natives named, Mr. Godkin took with him three other Americans as
his main assistants. The first of these was
Jack Harvey, a Texan cowboy, ten years
younger than himself but his equal in many
and his superior in other respects. He was a
consummate horseman, could throw the lasso
with the skill of a Comanche chieftain, was a
wonderful shot with'. his Winchester and revolver, and went into danger from pure loveof the excitement it afforded.
I should mention one peculiarity of Jack: in
all the enterprises in which he engaged, he
stuck to his cowboy costume, refusing to accommodate himself to the particula r country
where his duty led him. So you will always
picture him as a sinewy, athletic cowboy with
a Roman nose, big mustache, chin whiskers,
broad sombrero, rattlesnake band, flowing
hair, thick flannel shirt, belt around the waist
containing cartridges, bowie-knife and two revolvers, while his Winchester was hardly ever
absent from his strong right hand.
Bob Marshall and Dick Brownell, the remaining members of the expedition, were
cousins and both slightly more than seventeen
years of age. They were strong, athletic
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In. all the, enter:prises in which, Jack Harvey engaged, he stuck
t<, kis cowboy co-stwme.

youths, bright, honest, manly and relatives of
one of the dearest friends I ever had. It was
their intention, were they spared to return
from the perilous enterprise on which they
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had entered with such zest, to become students
at Yale.
Bob and Dick followed the advice of Mr.
Godkin in all things. Like him, they wore the
hunting costume most sensible for southern
Africa, consisting of a helmet hat, the light
but serviceable hunting coat and trousers
which, like those of Jack Harvey, were thrust
in the top of their cavalry boots. The latter
were not the most comfortable for that climate, and many hunters use ,:>nly, sandals,
without stockings, while ot:p.ers . go ,entirely
barefoot like the natives. B~t · ,t4e·.~· tough
leather saved e~ery one of the four lmo~e than
once from the bites of venomous ~nakes, and
I cannot help thinking they were wise in re- .
taining them.
The party took with them three wagons, all
of which had been ''salted;'' that is they were
seasoned by service under the flaming sun of
Africa and were not liable to break down until
thoroughly worn out, when, like the Parson's
famous "One-hoss shay," it might be expected
they would go to pieces all at once. The latter
half of these wagons was covered with canvas
and the front open. Each was drawn by two
span of oxen, there being two extra span for
emergencies.
There were also a half dozen goats to fur-
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nish milk for such anitnals as required nursing
before being able to digest their natural food.
The supply from the goats proved a blessing
many a time to the hunters themselves.
Attached to the expedition were six fleet,,
active, intelligent ponies for the use of the
four Americans, two being extra. It was characteristic of Jack Harvey that he took his
Texan mustang, which h~ called "Apache,"
with him.
All were armed with Winchester repeaters,
besides which there were two double-barreled
shotguns, full choke, intended for use in shooting birds and smaller game, especially for the
pot. Each man also carried a Colt revolver,
Jack Harvey being the only one who used two,
and a long, keen knife, indispensable in that
country.
Of course there was a full supply of cooking utensils, a number of simple medicinal
remedies and articles which it is not necessary
to particularize. One of these, I may say,
however, was a Texan lasso that Jack Harvey
carried with him when careering across the
country in search of animals. You shall
speedily receive proof of his skill in the use
of this peculiarly American contrivance, so
popular on the southwestern border.
The natives expected to do little hunting and
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generally traveled on foot or toolc turns in
riding in the lumbering wagons. They were
armed with spears and knives only, there being one notable exception in the case ot Pongo,
who carried a boomerang, or rather three of
them. He could throw those singular weapons
with the skill of a native Australian, though
where he got them and by what means he
acquired his dexterity were puzzles which
neither Mr. Godkin nor any of his friends was
ever able to understand since that -most remarkable implement is almost unknown outside of Australia.
Such is the general description of the party
which entered the wilds of Africa in quest of
curiosities for The Greatest Show on Earth,.
and whose adventures, exploits and achievements form one of the most dramatic episode~
in the history of marvelous enterprise.
The company made its start proper from
Port Natal which is on the eastern coast of
Africa in latitude 30° south. Moving northwest to Petermaritzburg, they made their wari .
through the Drakenberg Mountains which! '
form the boundary between Natal and the
Orange Free State, and hence througb1
the southern part of the Transvaal mtQ
Bechuana Land.
This of itself was a great journey, the ~:
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tory of which would be interesting, but the
work of the expedition did not open until they
were several hundred miles from the coast,
and the space at my command will not permit
me to give in detail the adventures of my
friends on their way thither. Mr. Godkin,
Bob Marshall and Dick Brownell kept full
journals of their doings from which I have
been·enabled to write this history. Had I left
that work to any one of the three individuals~
his modesty would have prevented him appropriating full credit for his own exploits; but
possessing, as I do, the narrative of all, and
intimately acquainted as I am with the excellences of each, I am quite sure I have placed
the credit where it properly belongs.

CHAPTER II
A STARTLING VISIT

IT was a merry party which formed the camp
in Bechuana Land, near the Kalihari .Desert
and almost under the Tropic of Capricorn. It
was the most favorable season of the year, and
every member of the original company had
reached this distant point without serious
accident. Naturally, therefore, all were in
good spirits and full of high hopes. Ah, if I
could but say the same a short time later!
The camp was on one of the many tributaries of the Hart River which ultimately
finds its way, by means of the Great Orange,
into the South Atlantic Ocean. The wagons
were placed near the bank of the llream,
which was several rods wide, and the animals
collected in an irregular circle within them,
while two large fires were kindled with the
inumtion of keeping them burnill¥ until daylight. The horses and oxen had become so
accustomed to the perils of the. ooautry that
they required little attention ex-,t when
actually threat.ened by the attack If wild
animals.
.
BI
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The natives busied themselves by attending
to the fires and preparing the evening meal.
The abundance of dry grass and wood near
at hand rendered the , gathering of fuel a
comparatively easy matter, while one of the
double-barrel shotguns had been turned
to such good account by Mr. Godkin that
there was a full supply of palatable antelope
steak.
The evening me~l being finished, the natives
sat apart, where they could chatter in their
own peculiar fashion and see that the fires
were not allowed to die out. The four Americans, having looked after their ponies, also
assembled in a group by one of the fires, to
engage in conversation as was their custom at
the close of each day.
The plan adopted by Mr. Godkin after entex-ing fairly upon his work in Africa was to place
himself or one of his friends on guard during
the first half of the night, with two of the
natives as assistants. At midnight a change
was made, another American and a couple of
servants assuming care of the camp until daylight.
On this night it fell to the lot of Dick
Brownell, Pongo and Diedrick to look after
themselves and the rest during the first por_iion of darkness, after which Jack Harvey1
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Abdallah and Govozy were to take their
places.
The conversation around the camp-fires did
not last long, for our friends had learned the
wisdom of regularity in their habits. It was
quite early when Mr. Godkin and Bob Marshall stretched themselves out in one of the
wagons and sank into the deep restful slumber
which always waits on health. The Americans
made it a rule to slumber in the wagons, where
they felt safer, but the natives preferred to
lie on their blankets on th~ earth, sometimes
dispensing with the covering altogether.
Two hours before midnight, therefore, Dick
Brownell, with his Winchester over his shoulder, was pacing back ~nd forth near the
animals and wagons and within the circle of ·
light thrown out by the camp-fires. Pongo
and Diedrick sat a short distance off, smoking
their pipes and occasionally talking in low
tones. They did not feel it necessary to keep
in motion to preserve their wakefulness, and
probably it was not always needed in the
case of the Americans. Some nights before,
however, Bob Marshall, while standing guard,
had sat down for a few minutes, fallen asleep
and endangered the safety of all, for the
native assistants, supposing him to be awake,
left a part of the duty to him. After that it
3
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was understood that the practice of sentinels
elsewhere, and of the watch on board ship,
would be strictly followed.
Everything went well until near midnight.
The servants, stretched upon the ground, were
asleep, and there could be no doubt of
the unconsciousness of the Americans in the
wagons. The animals were equally oblivious
to their surroundings, an.d the glance which
Dick cast in the direction of the Bushman and
Hottentot caused a suspicion that they were
also taking an excursion into the land of
dreams.
He walked over to where he had heard the
murmur of their voices.
"Just as I suspected," he said with a smile.
"The camp, therefore, is under my charge and
I ought to feel the responsibility, as I think I
do. Pongo and Diedrick have done unusual
work today and were more tired than they
thought. I'll let them sleep till it is almost
time to change the guard, and then wake them
up so as to· save their reputation, unless some
danger appears-"
The thought had hardly found expression
when a rustling in the tall grass, just beyond
the area of illumination, warned Dick that the
utmost watchfulness was required. By this
time the moon was so low in the heavens
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that it gave scarcely any perceptible light.
In the direction of the stream was a rank
growth of high grass, which offered the best
of hiding for wild animals. This fact had been
so apparent to the party when forming camp,
that they had moved several rods back from
the water, where the ground was more open.
That in the opposite direction contained nothing more than a stunted growth of vegetation,
only a few inches in height.
Instantly Dick was on the alert and, holding
his rifle ready for immediate use, he peered
toward the water.
He could see nothing but he was none the
less certain that some kind of animal was
there. More than that, he was almost positive
as to its species. In the repressed excitement
of the moment, the youth forgot about awaking the natives.
Suddenly two small, round circles of light
flickered in the grass and then vanished,
almost before they were seen.
Dick knew they were the eyes of a huge lion,
whose orbs at that instant reflected the light
of the fire, the head immediately shifting its
position so as to hide the phosphorescent glow
from the watchful youth.
The cunning beast did not growl and was
evidently trying to steal upon the camp un-
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awares. But for Dick's vigilance, the king of
beasts would have accomplished it without
detection.
The gloom in the grass was too deep for the
lad to locate the massive' head or lithe body
and, uncertain whether he had changed his
position or not, he dared not fire. He was
standing in this attitude of doubt when the •
lion did an astounding thing. He had not
changed his position but, crouching low in the
grass where he was invisible, he gathered his
mighty muscles and made a prodigious bound
upon the one marked for his victim. This was
not Dick Brownell, as you might suppose, but
the native called Orak, who lay sleeping the
farthest from one of the fires and the near.e st
to the beast.
It was while the youth was trying so hard to
penetrate the gloom that he suddenly saw the
lion rise from the grass, as if he were lifted in
the air, and then come over in his terrible
parabola toward the unconscious African, who
was slumbering less than a dozen feet from
where Dick was standing.
The lion did not utter the slightest roar,
seeming to know that.prudence forbade, for he
was too intelligent to attack such a large company when on their guard.
It seemed singular that the beast did not

POOR ORAK WAS LIFTED FROM HIS FEET AND BORNE OFF.
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assail one of the oxen or ponies or goats, but it
is a strange fact connected with the lion
that he generally prefers to attack a native
..African, even when other game is more convenient.
At the instant the beast was at the highest
point of the appalling arch, Dick Brownell let
fly with his Winchester. A horrible growl
left no doubt that his bullet had found
its mark but, the enormous animal having
started, nothing could check his prodigious
bound while in air. He landed astride the
sleeping Orak and, dropping his massive jaws,
fastened them in his shoulder, whirled about
and galloped off in the darkness as lightly as
if carrying a kid. His action was as quick
.as a cat's, but as he wheeled Dick continued
:firing, sending two more shots into him before
he passed beyond reach.
Poor Orak uttered a piercing screech as the
teeth of the beast sank in his shoulder, and he
was lifted from his feet and borne off with his
knees dragging along the ground.
The report of the rifle, the cry of the native
and the shout of Dick roused everyone in
<-..amp. Jack Harvey who had learned the
need of awaking like a flash on the plains of
Texas and New Mexico, bounded from the
wagon, gun in hand, while Mr. Godkin and
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Bob Marshall were both close at' his heels.
The natives leaped to their feet, as if the
ground had suddenly become red hot and
stared bewildered around them.
"Where is he? What is it?" demanded the
Texan, dashing after Dick who had started to
overtake the lion.
"It's a lion; he's got Orak ! Look out or
you'll kill him instead of the beast."
"Which way did he go?" asked Jack, staring
into the gloom without catching sight of the
monster.
His question was answered by a wail from
the poor African, struggling vainly in the
grasp of the merciless beast.
All four Americans and most of the servants
ran at their highest speed in the direction of
the cry.
Mr. Godkin seized a brand from one of the
fires and, swinging it above his head, took
the lead, the others seeing the indispensable
advantage the torch gave him.
"He is badly hurt," called Dick, "and I don't
believe will run far."
"Look out! We're close on him!" called
Jack in a warning voice, · fearful that Mr.
Godkin's haste would lead him into inextricable peril.
But the veteran knew what he was doing.
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Holding the torch above his head, he circled it
swiftly so as to add to its flame and, bending
his head forward, stood still and peered into
the gloom beyond.
"Here, Jack !" he called in a low voice. "I
see him! Fire quick!"
It was importan t to keep the torch aflame
since an unerring shot could not be made without it. Mr. Godkin therefore made no attempt
to fire, since to do so success£ully he would
have had to cast aside his torch or pass
it to someone else. There were too many
good marksmen at his elbow to render this
necessary.
"Hold your light a little higher," said Jack
Harvey, bringing his rifle .to his shoulder and
striving for a better view of the lion.
"Be careful you don't hit Orak," admonished
Dick, who had restrained his own fire through
the fear of injuring the native.
The lion, as he frequently does under such
circumstances, had run but a short distance
when he crouched on the ground to devour his
victim. He had halted near a clump of bushes,
wheeling about so as to face his pursuers, who
approached within fifteen or twenty yards.
The native had been laid on the ground
between his paws, where he had almost fainted
from the pain of his wounds. But the lion
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had also been badly hurt and, as Orak lay in
that frightfu l position, he felt the warm crimson drops from the king of beasts, as they
dripped upon his breast and shoulders, while
the mutterin g growls proved that he had his
share of pain.
Orak did not dare move for he knew the
instant he made the attempt he would be
crushed by a blow from one of those paws that
were powerful to smash the skull of an ox as
though it were a rotten apple. He remained
motionless, aware even in that awful situation
that his friends had rushed to his help and
his only hope was in them; if they failed,
he was doomed.
Jack Harvey, the Texan, formed a striking
figure as, with his left foot thrust forward, he
brought his Winchester to his shoulder and
aimed at the massive front of the lion.
Mr. Godkin stood at his elbow with the
flaring torch above his head, striving to
give him all the light necessary, while Dick
Brownell, Bob Marshall and the terrified
natives were grouped just back of the couple,
inmntly watching the exciting scene.
Jack was cool and meant that the single shot
when fired should be all-sufficient..
The couchant lion held his paws so as
to inclose his motionless victim. With his
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dripping head raised and staring at the
hunter, he gave utteranc e to threaten ing
growls as if daring the avenger to do his
worst.
Suddenly the bony finger pressed the
trigger, a sharp report rang out, and the sphere
of lead, entering midway between the blazing
eyes, plowed its path through bone, muscle and
brain into the vitals of the beast, which sprang
convulsively to its feet, whirled around like
lightnin g and rolled over as dead as Julius
Caesar.
Then the whole group ran forward and bent
over the prostrat e Orak. A groan showed he
was conscious, and while Mr. Godkin held the
torch, he was tenderly lifted from the ground
and borne to the camp, apparen tly more dead
than alive.
Half the distance was passed when an outcry from the three natives that had stayed
behind proved that some new danger had
burst upon the camp.
"What's up now?" demanded Jack Harvey,
breakin g into a run.
"Wild animals seem to travel in couples in
this part of the world," replied Bob Marshall,
who had caught a glimpse of a second beast by
the light of the camp-fires.
He was right, as the others saw before he
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uttered the words. The lioness had been lurking in the vicinity at the time of her mate's
daring charge. Taking advantage of the
diversion created by him, she made a foray
into camp, where she caused indescribable
consternation. The horses, oxen and goats
were roused by this time and were so frightened that there was danger of them breaking
into a stampede, in which many would be
irrecoverably lost.
Like the lion, his mate fixed her attention
upon one of the natives, this time it being
Divak, the smallest and most insignificant
member of the party. He had just risen to
his feet when the female was upon him.
Though he was armed only with a spear and
knife, he made the best defense possible.
Confronted by the raging beast, he let drive
with his javelin, which he handled with the
deftness of a Zulu warrior. He aimed at
the center of the animal'sbreastbutshetu rned
slightly aside at the moment of his effort and
the point sank several inches in her shoulder,
inflicting a maddening wound which intensified his own peril.
Had his companions shown equal bravery,
all might have been well with Divak, but they
were overcome by terror and instead of rallying to his help, ran shouting after those who
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had gone to the aid of Orak in his peril.
The Americans saw the situation, and lost
no time in hastening to the assistance of the
servant who was confronting, single-handed,
the enraged lioness.
The latter made such a fierce leap to one side
when the spear entered her body, that the
weapon was wrenched from the grasp of
Divak, who was left only with his long-bladed
knife. This was whipped from the upper part
of his breech-cloth, where he carried it, and he
struck desperately at the animal as she bore
him to the ground. Like the former weapon,
it inflicted a bad wound but not a mortal one
and, sad to say, everything done by the brave
fell ow really added to his own peril.
Instead of carrying off the prostrate native,
as the lion had done with .his victim, the
female struck him a blow which shattered his
skull as though it were an eggshell, the fell ow
dying with a suddenness almost like that
caused by a lightning-stroke.
But if it was the last fight of Divak, so was
it the last stroke of the lioness' paw. Hardly
was the fearful blow delivered when the crack
of a rifle sounded above the tumult, and the
stricken beast, with a wild struggle, rolled
over in the agonies of death.
It was Dick Brownell, who had outrun his
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friends and, pausing at the moment he saw the
native borne to the earth, gave the finishing
blow to the raging beast. Alas! that it came
just an instant too late to save her victim.
As may be supposed, all was excitement for
a few minutes, though the elder members of
the party retained their presence of mind.
The chattering and affrighted natives
flocked to the spot, Pongo and Diedrick devoting themselves to soothing the animals and
preventing the dreaded stampede, while the
Americans, seeing that Divak was past help,
placed Orak in one of the wagons, where he
,
received all possible attention.
"Watch for more lions," admonished Mr.
Godkin. "I will attend to him. We may receive
another visit."
The advice was good, though the danger
was an improbable one.
A few minutes later, something like quiet
was restored. The rush was averted and
the natives regained something of the selfpossession that had left them so suddenly a
short time before.
Convinced that all peril for the time was
past, the members gathered around thevehicle
where Mr. Godkin was attending to the
wounded native. By the aid of the torch he
had effected a careful examination of the
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hurts of his patient Jack Harvey now took
charge of the light, leaving both hands of the
director free to complete the work of the Good
Samaritan.
Greatly to the relief of all, Mr. Godkin said
that, though Orak had been badly hurt, he was
likely to recover. No bones were broken,
though his shoulder was shockingly mangled
and he was weak from the loss of blood.
From the stores of the expedition were
brought bandages and an excellent medicated
wash, which were applied by Mr. Godkin with
a skill acquired by practice in India and other
parts of the world. Then a gentle sti:rµulant
was administered to the sufferer, who was
assured that if he remained quiet and kept a
brave heart, he would soon be himself again.
Having done all that was possible for him,
Mr. Godkin descended from the wagon and
approached the still form around which the
rest were collected,_ silent and awed by
the sudden death.
"All that we can do is to give him decent
burial," he remarked, looking down on the
body, "and we may as well _do it without
delay."
A couple of natives were set to work, the
soft soil requiring the use only of the shovel,
though among the supplies were several picks
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that could have been employed if required.
The grave was made deep, to protect the remains from being dug up by hyenas and other
wild beasts, and into this cavity the remains
of poor Divak were tenderly lowered, there to
remain until summoned forth by the last great
trump which shall call us all to judgment.
The terrifying incidents of the evening
drove off all disposition to sleep on the part of·
our friends. In t4e discussion that followed,,
Dick Brownell was obliged to make known the
fact that Pongo and Diedrick had so far forgotten themselves as to fall asleep when it was
their duty to keep awake, but the generous
youth insisted that the · censure should be
visited upon him since he ought to have
awakened them.
Jack Harvey, Bob Marshall and Mr. Godkin
assured him, however, that no blame could
attach to him since he had acquitted himself
manfully, and he had done much to save Orak
from the frightful death that at one time
·
seemed certain to overtake him.
Several times during the remaining hours of
darkness the roar of lions was heard and you
need not be told that a keen lookout was kept.
for another visit from the dreaded beasts; but
the sounds in every case were distant and the
animals, if they .ventured nearer, did not dis-
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turb any of our friends or their property.
A probability naturally suggested itself to
the hunters: since the male and female were
slain, and since an examination of the latter
~howed that she had been nursing young, a
chance to obtain one or two specimens was at
the command of the hunters. The attempt
was to be made at daylight.
Pongo had displayed a remarkable aptitude
in tracing the dens and lairs of wild beasts,
his long experience as a hunter having given
him a skill not possessed by the rest. A few
trained hounds would have been of great
assistance, but since they were liable to be
devoured by some of the game they set out to
find, none had been brought with the party.
At the earliest streakings of light, the Bushman, without waiting for his morning meal,
walked along the bank of the stream until he
reached the highest point, when he paused and
scrutinized the surrounding country.
Dick and Bob watched him with no little
interest.
"He knows so much about the habits of wild
animals," remarked Bob, "that he can easily
locate their dwelling places."
"I suspected he possessed some secret of
tracing them, but I guess you are right-ah!
he has discovered something."
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The next moment·Pongo broke into a loping
trot, like that of an American Indian, taking
a course that led him farther up-stream. His
shoulders were seen regularly rising and falling, until the slope of the ground shut him
from sight. He had left his spear in camp,
but he carried his three boomerangs, the
longer portions of which had been thrust in
his clothing at his waist, where they could be
withdrawn the instant needed.
A half hour later the Bushman was seen
approaching camp, where the members were
e~gaged at breakfast.
"By gracious! he's got something," said Bob
Marshall, springing to his feet, his cousin
doing the same.
"Yes, and it's some kind of animal," added
Dick.
"It looks to me," added Jack Harvey, "as if'
he'd found a baby that has lost its mother."
"That's just what he has got," said Mr. Godkin, who identified the prize before any of the
others.
Instead of carrying his captive by the nape
of the neck, Pongo held it in his arms where,
possibly because of some skill he possessed, it
did not struggle or give any trouble.
"What think of him?" he asked, stooping
over and placing it on the ground.
4
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All were delighted for the baby lion was a
vigorous specimen that would have pleased
the heart of any showman. When put on its
feet it looked like a bull pup or chunky kitten,
and was not without a certain incipient
majesty as it raised its head and peeped inquiringly around in the faces of those that
were surveying it with so much interest.
Pongo had an interesting story to tell. He
had found the "lion's den" without trouble
among a mass of rocks a short distance up the
stream. There were two young ones, or
rather had been, for one was dead.
I must tell you a singular fact regarding
lions. From one to three are born at a litter;
if three, two are males, and if two, there is
one of each sex. Out of every four females
born, one dies in infancy from teething, while
the male has little, if any difficulty from that
source. As a consequence, in countries where
lions abound the males greatly outnumber the
females.
..The young female which Pongo saw had
succumbed to tµe impossibility of cutting her
teeth and had been flung out of her quarters
by the mother, while the brother was in prime
condition, suffering only from hunger.
For several days after her young are born,
the mother never leaves them for an instant.
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It is not long, however, before they are able to
trot by her side and then she takes them out
for a walk. Before their return she furnishes
them a dainty meal of some kind of tender
flesh, which is carefully shredded so as not to
hurt their gums.
It is said that the owners of domestic
animals in South Africa know when the young
of lions are born by the havoc their mothers
make among the youngest of their flocks.
This animal, known as the king of beasts, is
r1octurnal in his habits, keeping his lair from
sunrise to sunset unless drawn out by thirst.
He is indisposed to attack when the moon is
shining; so much so, indeed, that at such times
the oxen are not generally tied up. When
there is no moon, however, look out!
Faint as was the orb on the night of the visit
I have just described, the lion and lioness
would not attack until it had almost entirely
disappeared.
The strength of the lion is amazing. The
blow which crushed the skull of Divak was
only an ordinary one. A male has been
known to seize a buffalo, after disemboweling
it, and trot off with only a portion of it
dragging on the ground.
His teeth, like all the carnivora, the quadrumana and man, are composed of bone and
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enamel, the entire crown being covered with
the latter. His tongue, as is the case with the
tiger, is so rough that a .few licks will scrape
the skin from your hand.
Pongo gave it as his belief that the specimen
captured by him was three or four weeks old
-old enough to care nothing for babe's food.
This was proven when some of the uncooked
antelope was dissected and placed in front of
him. He ate with as much zest as my young
friends devour pies and puddings.

CHAPTER III
THE CHAMPION OF STUPIDITY

arrangement was now made for a hunt
by Jack, Bob and Dick, each mounted on his
horse. Mr. Godkin was invited to go along,
but he did not feel easy about Orak. .The
fell ow had a high fever, and the crisis in his
condition was evidently at hand. The director
said they would stay in camp until the following morning, since all their surroundings were
favorable and to move the native in the wagon
would increase his peril. It was characteristic
of the kind-hearted Mr. Godkin that he should
remain with the sufferer so long as there was
a prospect of helping him by doing so.
Mounted on their fleet, tough ponies, and
keeping well together, the three friends
galloped at an easy pace in the direction of a
ridge of hills which the Texan had passed just
before dusk the day before, and in crossing
which he had observed something that induced
him to take his companions to the spot in the
hope of showing them a species of sport which
they had not yet enjoyed. He persisted in
refusing to give them any inkling of its
THE

,s
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nature, and they were left to indulge in all
sorts of surmises.
Riding up the first slope, they looked down
in a valley about half a mile wide and three or
four times as long, the hills which formed its
boundary sloping away at each end until they
sank to the level of the plain. Halting their
animals at a point about midway between the
ends of the valley, they saw five ostriches
quietly plucking the grass.
The "camel birds," as they are sometimes
called, were within a third of a mile of the
northern opening of the valley and consequently much nearer it than were the hunters.
You will naturally conclude that the huge
birds were not in any danger, for the way of
escape was open and the speed of the ostrich is
so great in a fair, straight-away chase, no
horse can run him down.
But of all fools that were ever created, I
think the ostrich is the champion. Among
birds and beasts I have never met any with
such monumental stupidity. ·
You have read accounts of the manner in
which the Bushman hunts the ostrich. He
gets himself up so as to resemble, when viewed
from the side turned toward the bird, the
ostrich itself, and manages to insinuate himself among a herd, when he clubs his victims
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to death. Such zanies deserve to be clubbed.
The plan of Jack and the youths was to ride
down the hillside into the valley, taking care
that the ostriches should see them. The
horsemen would head toward the opening
furthest removed from the game. Then the
latter had only to turn about and run out of
the egress near them into the broad level
country beyond, where they could laugh at
every effort to overtake them.
But what do you suppose they did?
The hunters had no more than fairly started
down the slope when one of the ostriches
threw up his head and stared at them. Then
a second, third, fourth and fifth did the same.
Standing motionless a few seconds, they deliberately started on a swift trot in the direction of the outlet which was a mile beyond the
horsemen and nearly two miles from themselves.
I have asked many of my hunters for their
explanation of this stupidity on the part of the
bird. Carl Godkin probably states the truth
wh~n he repeats the general belief of hunters,
that the action of the sportsmen, when they
head toward the avenue of escape which is the
hardest for the ostrich to reach, leads the bird
to think there is some trap or snare at the
other opening into which the sportsmen are
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trying to drive him. He therefore runs the
opposite way, even though it is certain to bring
him in collision with the very enemy he seeks
to escape.
Thus Jack, Bob and Dick were galloping
toward the same outlet of the valley which
the ostriches were seeking to gain, with the
distance nearly twice as great for the game as
for the hunters. The routes must of necessity
converge, but the birds were sure to keep
straight on, though they saw the foes rapidly
nearing them, and when, too, they had only to
turn about and take the opposite direction
to insure their safety.
"There they come!" called out Bob, hurrying his horse through fear that the great
speed of the birds would carry them to the
outlet before he could reach it.
"The ostrich is the biggest fool that goes on
legs," remarked the disgusted Jack, "but all
·the same, don't you forget that when you get
him into a corner, he will fight like fury."
"I suppose these are too big to capture,"
observed Bob, "so we can · only try to bring
down two or three."
"I've a notion to try an experiment," said
the Texan.
"What's that?"
"Fling a lasso over the head of one, yank
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him 'round , and see wheth er I can't persuade him to sheer off on anothe r route. "
"I don't believe you can do it, and it will be
a good deal like lassoing a locomotive."
"I ain't afraid on that account," replied
Jack, with a confidence which promised ill for
his enterp rise, since he never hunted ostriches,
though , like his young comrades, he had in. f orined himself as thoroughly as he could concernin g their habits.
For most of the distance down the slope the
ponies kept well .together but before reachi ng
the southe rn outlet the ·Texan began to draw
away from his companions. His musta ng was
one of the fleetest of his kind, and when given
free rein, as his rider gave him now, he never
failed to prove his superiority. He steadily
forged ahead of Dick and Bob, who could have
remai ned side by side had they wished, but
they deemed it best to separa te.
The cause for this partin g was the action of
the ostriches, which showed a difference
of speed that was as marke d as it was unexpected.
One of the immense birds took the lead,
gainin g so fast that by the time .he reache d
the opening he was fully a hundr ed yards in
advance of the others. The latter were also
scatte red, the flock stream ing throug h the
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valley in Indian file, with the rear nearly a
furlong behind the leader.
"You're my game!" muttered Jack Harvey,
fixing his. eye on the foremost, a huge male,
and therefore the most formidable of the
group.
You have all seen an ostrich and can easily
picture the fell ow that knew no better than to
run into a trap with his eyes open, and to lead
the rest of his fri_ends thither. With his comparatively small head thrust far forward, not
with his neck curved but straight and leaning,
like a post out of plumb, his short stumpy
wings partly outspread and his muscular legs
doubling swiftly, he gave a display of fleetness
that would have made the chase hopeless had
he but possessed enough sense to use the
advantage at his command.
Now I don't wish you to form a poor estimate of the sense of the Texan cowboy, but we
are all liable to make blunders, and one of the
greatest of Jack Harvey's life was committed
when on his ostrich hunt.
Instead of securing one end of his lasso to
the support on his saddle (as he could have
done either before or after flinging it), he
wound it around his left arm. Jack was proud
of his horsemanship and spurned the thought
that any ostrich was able to unseat him.
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As was his custom when he required the use
of both hands, he slung his Winchester over
his back, whence he could bring it with the
same amazing quickness with which a Texan
secures the "drop" on an enemy by whipping
out his revolver.
Jack's mustang was not only swift but intelligent. He needed no prodding to understand that his rider wished to be brought
within lasso distance, as it may be called, of
the giant ostrich that was leading the herd.
The steed proceeded to do so with the skill
that he had displayed in placing the cowboy
many a time alongside of a plunging buffalo
bull. The reins lay on his neck, and Jack held
himself in readiness for the hazardous
exploit.
Our friends were "making history" with a
rush. The mustang and the leading ostrich
were converging with a mathematical surety
that, if continued, was sure to bring the two
in collision, but at the moment when such a
meeting seemed inevitable, the steed of his
own accord swerved slightly to the left, so
that the lines of flight immediately became
parallel. The fugitive did not vary an inch
to the right or left. Had a stone wall suddenly
risen in front of him, more than likely he
would have dashed out his brains against it.
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That is, if it can be believed the ostrich is the
owner of any brains to dash out.
The mustang was slightly in advance of the
bird, which was where his rider wished him
to be. He was still on a dead run, but the
game was steadily gaining.
Already Jack Harvey was circling the loops
of the lasso above his r.ead, just as one does
when preparing to cast it around the neck of
a fleeing fugitive.
Swifter and swifter hummed the loops until
they resembled the misty spokes of a rapidly
revolving wheel. Then, like the coiled serpent, they shot forward, straight at the projecting head of the king ostrich.
The aim was unerring, but the bird ducked
and escaped the loop by a hair's breadth, the
rope dragging along the ground as the Texan
hurriedly gathered it in, knowing that, with
the astonishing speed of the bird, it was impossible to secure.more than a second chance
to lasso him.
Now don't make the mistake of supposing it
was the sagacity of the ostrich that led him to
dodge the whizzing coil. The sudden lowering of his head was an instinctive movement,
caused by the sight of the arrowy rope shooting toward him.
It was Jack Harvey that showed his mental
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keenness by reading the act aright. He meant
to take that into calculation when making his
second throw.
I need not tell you that no time was lost.
The ostrich had come abreast of the mustang .
and passed beyond, before Jack, with all his
dexterity, could gather in the rope ·and fling
it again.
The pony was running for all he was worth.
He must have experienced an emotion of
wonderwhen he entered into a contest of speed
and saw that his antagonist could outrun him, but with a pluck characteristic of the
gallant steed, he strained every muscle, as
though there was a fighting chance of reaching the goal first.
As I said, Jack Harvey, when throwing a
second time, took into calculation the probability that the ostrich would duck his head as
in the first instance. Now if the fugitive had
held his neck motionless, the lasso would have
failed once more but, just as the Texan
expected, .he ducked and thereby brought
about his own overthrow.
Having displayed his stupidity by his
peculiar flight, it was eminently proper that
he should sustain that reputation by inserting
his head into the snare that was dangled in
front and above it. In it went, very much as
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you thrust your hand into a hollow tree to
draw out a shrinking squirrel.
In accordance with his training, . the
mustang, the instant he saw the success of his
rider, threw himself on his haunches and
braced himself for the shock that was meant
to bring down the ostrich or instantly check
his flight. Jack, as I told you, had wound
several feet of the tenacious rope around his
left arm so that he, too, .was prepared for the
shock.
It was terrific. The ostrich was brought up
with such suddenness that he fell on his side,
where, struggling savagely for a second or
two, he scrambled to his feet again.
In the general smash-up it so happened that
he rose with his head turned precisely the
opposite way from that which he had been
following. He started backward a step or
two, then stopped and stared around in a
bewildered manner and all at once wheeled
and resumed his flight in the same direction
he was following when so roughly interrupted.
Jack's experiment therefore had answered
.the question that was in his mind when he set
out on his hunt after the idiotic birds.
But the end was not yet.
When the crisis of the collision came

JACK WENT BUMPING AND BOUNDING OVER THE GROUND LID AN .
ANCHOR THROWN OUT FROM THE REAR OF
AN EXPBESS TRAIN.
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and the bird tumbled to the earth, Jack
Harvey thought his arm was jerked from the
shoulder, and had not his sagacious mustang
yielded a little ground, the rider would have
been snatched from his stirrups. As it was,
he recovered and sustained himself by a skill
which not one horseman in a thousand
possesses.
Unfortunately Jack did not heed the lesson
and instead of coiling the other end around
the knob of his saddle, _he still relied on his
arm to withstand the second wrench, which he
believed could not be as powerful as the first.
But never did a man receive a rude:r awakening. It was not the ostrich that was overturned this time, though he was almost
whirled off his feet, but before the Texan
knew what was coming, he was roughly
snatched out of his saddle, as if by the hand of
a giant, and sprawled headlong on the plain.
Not only that, but the ostrich continued its
flight as though unconscious of the drag
weight he was drawing, and Jack went bumping and bounding over the ground like an
anchor thrown out from the rear of an express
train. It took him but a moment, however, to
unwind the rope that held his arm, when he
lay still and the ostrich serenely continued his
flight with the lasso trailing after him.
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"Well, I'll be hanged!" muttered the Texan.
"I thought the ostrich was the biggest fool on
earth but he ain't,-there's another whose
name is Jack Harvey, from San Antonio,
Texas."
Without stirring or attempting to rise, the
cowboy drew his rifle around in front, it
having suffered no injury during the owner's
rough usage. Still lying fl.at on the ground,
he raised his shoulders just enough to give
him the needed room and aimed at the author
of his discomfiture. The distance was considerable and since the Texan scorned to shoot
at any part of the bird except its head, the
shot was a difficult one,-that is, difficult for
most persons. But when Jack pressed the
trigger, the bullet sped true to its aim and
went through the skull of the ostrich with the
accuracy and fatal effect of a stiletto. The
elevated head instantly dropped, and, resting
on the ground, while the legs continued their
motion, the ostrich resembled some strangefashioned plow ripping up the soil at locomotive speed. But not for long. You can understand how a plow, driven at such prodigious
rate, is liable to take a header on striking
some immovable obstruction. That is just
what the ostrich did. Actually turning a half
somersault and kicking his legs for a minute
S.
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pr two in air, the bird departed this Ufe.
Jack's mustang, reading aright the stirring
incidents, trotted toward hi$ master and
waited for him to remount. The action of the
pony seemed to say: "I'm ashamed of you for
such work as this."
"I don't feel very proud myself," remarked
the Texan, rising slowly to his feet and moving toward the fallen bird for the purpose of
recovering his lasso ; "but I've learned a lesson
to-day which I won't forget very soon. I
wonder how Bob and Dick are making out."
Aye indeed, p.o:w: ~ere they making out?

CHAPTER IV
A DARING EXPLOiri:,

IT is not necessary to tell you that in the
ostrich hunt there was no intention of trying
to capture any one of the gigantic birds as a
curiosity for The Greatest Show on Earth.,
Such an exploit would have been almost impossible; the creatures can be secured only
when young, or hatched from eggs. Our
friends aimed to have some exciting sport and
it proved, in the case of each, far more so than.
any anticipated.
As they galloped down the slope, Dick and.
Bob, like Jack, selected the particular bird to
which he meant to give his undivided attention. Bob fixed upon the second, which, as I
told you, was about a hundred yards behind
the leader. The youth was not in the lasso
business and while galloping toward his,
victim he decided to try his revolver instead of
his rifle upon him. It would seem that the
smaller weapon ought to have been sufficient,
since the fight was sure to be at close quarters.
Recalling the remark that Jack had made
about the impossibility of changing the lirie of
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flight ofafrighten ed ostrich; Bob made up his
mind to test it, though necessarilY, in an indecisive way.
Therefore instead of galloping up beside the
ostrich, as the Texan had done, he forced his
pony directly across the course of the bird and
brought him to a standstill. But the horse
was uneasy, as any animal would naturally be
when halting in the course .o f a charging
enemy the- size of the ostrich. He snorted,
reared, and finally, despite all the rider could
do, made a tremendous bound that carried him
far to one side of the line of flight. Bob
whirled him about so as to face the bird and,
afraid that it would escape him altogether,
whipped out his revolver and discharged all
the chambers in rapid succession.
Fearful that he would miss, because of the
restlessness of his pony, the youth did a thing
which was as reckless as the conduct of Jack
Harvey.
Leaping from his saddle, he ran forward so
as to place himself in front of the approaching
ostrich, which showed no evidence of having
been struck by the pistol balls, brought his gun
to his shoulder and aimed at the small head
which was bearing down upon him like a
cannon ball.
Now Bob knew better than to keep pre-
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cisely in the path of the game, since a dangerous collision would have been sure to follow,
but he placed himself just far enough to one
side to allow the bird to pass him, his intention
being to give him the fatal shot at the moment
he came opposite. The plan was not without
its good features and had the ostrich done
what was expected, the result would have been
all that the youth desired. But unfortunately
for Bob, it did the unexpected thing.
Unlike Jack's game, the bird changed the
line of flight.
One or two of the pistol balls fired by the lad
had really wounded the ostrich, whose native
stupidity did not prevent him comprehending
that an enemy was on the ground within
reach. At the instant, therefore, that Bob
brought his rifle to a level, the bird swerved to
one side and before the lad could understand
what was coming, delivered a kick which sent
him sprawling a dozen feet away.
Bear in mind that the ostrich kicks forward,
just the same as you do. The prodigious
muscularity of the bird enables it to do this
with a force sufficient to break the ribs of a
lion or smash the breast of a hunter.
It was a wonder that Bob Marshall was not
killed outright. All that saved him was his
gun leveled in front. That acted like a shield,
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parrying the full force of the kick, which,
however, .was sufficient to make the recipient
feel as though he had been struck by the
lightning express when striving to make up
lost time on a descending grade. A million
stars danced before his eyes, everything
turned of inky blackness and, falling outstretched upon the ground, with his gun
knocked out of his hands, he lay for a minute
or two senseless. When he recovered and
rose on one elbow, the game that had knocked
him out so scientifically was nowhere in sight.
It had disappeared through the southern opening of the valley, very little if any the worse
for the pistol balls, which had drawn but a few
drops of blood.
"I've had enough ostrich hunting for one
day," concluded Bob, climbing to his feet, with
a dozen aches and pains in different parts
of his body. "I hope Jack and Dick have
done better than I, though it looks to me
as if matters haven't gone just right with
them."
Dick Brownell picked out the ostrich at the ·
rear of the flock as his special prize, and, withdrawing all attention from what his companions were doing, centered his energies on
bringing down this bird, which, despite its
slowness of gait, was fully the equal of the
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leader that had given Jack Harvey such a
tough tussle.
It really seemed as if each of the three
hunters had determined on risking their lives
in the most reckless fashion while engaged in
the ostrich hunt. I have told you what Jack
and Bob did, but Dick surpassed them all in
daring hardihood.
Unlike his companions, he remainea undecided as to his line of action until, it may_ be
said, it was forced upon him.
He noticed the size of the rear ostricn and
wondered why his speed was less than that of
his companions, though he was rather glad
of the fact since it gave him better opportunity
to arrange for the combat, which he meant
should take place before the bird joined the
rest.
Dick reached a point directly in front of the
ostrich while he was still several rods distant
and, like Bob, he decided to try to compel him
to head the other way. The result in every
respect was surprisingly different.
Dick's pony held his ground as immovably
as a veteran and the ostrich, instead of coming
straight on and banging against him, suddenly
checked himself when no more than a dozen
feet distant, wheeled squarely about and, contrary to all laws that govern his species,
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headed toward the northern outlet, through
which he might have fled on the first appearance of the hunters.
Dick was astonished. Determined that the
game should not escape, he spoke sharply to
his pony, which made a tremendous bound that
landed him alongside the ostrich, the latter
not having time to strike his pace before the
leap of the steed.
Bird an'1 horse were now almost close
enough to touch. This proximity, however,
could not continue more than a few seconds
since the game, though slower than his companions, was sure to draw away from the
horse, even though the latter should run at his
topmost bent.
A strange impulse seized Dick Brownell at
that exciting moment. Had he possessed one
minute for reflection, he would have dismissed
the thought before it was fairly formed, but,
unfortunately for him, that minute was not
his.
Freeing his feet from the stirrups, he flung
one leg over the front of the saddle and, while
both pony and ostrich were on a full run, he
took a flying leap from the back of the former
to the latter. The daring bound was executed
with wonderful dexterity, and he landed with
his legs astride of the bird, which no doubt
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was never so amazed in all his life. Feeling
that he must retain his seat at every hazard,
the youth dropped his rifle, threw both arms
around the neck of his steed and held on for
life.
It is hard to imagine the sensations of the
pony, which witnessed the action of his
master, but probably he was disgusted for he
emitted a snort and, trotting after the couple
a few paces, flung up his head with another
whinny and galloped toward Jack and Bob and
the rest of the ostriches.
Dick was no more than fairly in his seat,
with his arms about the neck of the bird, when
he realized what he had done, though his
whole body was still thrilled by the excitement
of the novel ride.
The ostrich was heading in the opposite
direction from that taken by his companions
and, terrified by his burden, he struck a pace
greater than he had yet shown and fully the
equal of that of the leader who had met his
fate a moment before.
"I wonder how long he will keep this up,"
reflected Dick when he was able to look about
him and saw that he was swiftly nearing the
northern outlet of the valley. "If he doesn't
give out, he will land me in the Congo State,
:where I can join Stanley, if we aren't stopped
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by the mountains and rivers in the way."
The wind swept by the face of the lad in a
gale and he dared not release his grasp
through fear of losing his hold and going to
the earth with a violence that would have
broken his neck. The only thing possible to
do was to hold on until the ostrich exhausted
himself, then to take a flying. leap and, in case
of an attack by the bird, to defend himself
with his revolver.
Dick had hardly reached this decision when
he saw a man standing at one side of the opening of the valley through which his winged
steed was carrying him. A second glance
showed that it was Pongo, the Bushman, who
must have come from camp to observe what
the horsemen were doing. He seemed to be
transfixed with wonder at the sight of the lad
riding a terrified ostrich.
Dick uttered a shout and saw Pongo trot
briskly down the slope.as though he intended to
head off the bird, but that could not have been
his purpose for his gait was not rapid, and he
was too far off. The native did not speak, but
when a hundred yards separated him from the
lad, h~ stopped suddenly and faced partly
away from him. As he took this singular
position, Dick observed a sudden sweep of his
right arm, as though he had struck a violent
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blow at some object behind him. A second or
two later came an indescribable whizz and
zip-like sound, and he knew that something
extraordinary had taken place. With an
amazement beyond description he saw the
next instant that the ostrich was as completely
decapitated as if his neck had been held beneath the descending blade of a guillotine!
A glimpse of an odd-shaped implement
whirling end over end at one side of the line of
flight, the head itself having vanished under
the feet of its owner, told the story. The
Bushman had hurled his boomerang with such
marvelous precision that it clipped off the
head of the ostrich as smoothly as the sword
of a Crusader ever clove the neck of a Saracen
at a single blow.
Now it is not to be supposed that even so
stupid a creature as the African ostrich can
make out very well without its. head, even
though that head contains but a modicum of
brains. The bird's pace suddenly slackened,
became wabbly, and then down it went, just as
Dick was able in a slight degree to prepare for
the shock. With the extraordinary advantage
given him, the youth went over on the plain
very :QIUch as many of you have taken a
header from your bicycles when indulging in
a spin over a country road.
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By the time Dick had climbed to his feet
Pongo was at his side, his sallow face showing
the solicitude he felt. His countenance lighted
up when he saw that Dick was not seriously
injured, while Jack Harvey and Bob Mars~all,
who had remounted their ponies, the lad
having gathered up the gun and horse of his
cousin on the way, galloped up, relieved
beyond measure to find how well the whole
party had escaped the serious peril that
threatened them.
Mutual congratulations followed and Pongo
fairly blushed at the compliments of his deftness in throwing the singular Australian
weapon. The modest fellow trotted some
distance away to recover the boomerang,
which he valued too highly to lose.
"What in the name of creation is it, anyway?" asked Jack, who shaded his eyes with
his hand and looked long and earnestly at a
remarkable creature which was a mile or so
away.
"I can't guess," replied Dicli, who, like Bob,
was gazing across the plain. "It looks like an
animal with a humped back that is walking on
its hind legs."
It was evident from the peculiar smile on
the face of the Bushman that he penetrated the
mystery, though he chose to :wait :the few
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minutes before it would become clear to his
comrades.
Suddenly the horsemen broke into hearty
laughter, and well they might. Diedrick, the
Hottentot, was the only African belonging to
the expedition who sported the European
luxury of trousers. He had received a present of a pair of coarse canvas ones from Mr.
Godkin, who saw the longing looks he cast
upon them while at Petermaritzburg. Diedrick was as proud as a child over his present
and wore them continually. He had left the
camp that morning earlier than the horsemen,
unnoticed by them. He had been born and
reared in the home of the ostrich, and the
signs which he saw the previous day told him
the birds were in the vicinity, even though he
had not been able to catch sight of any of
them. When he departed, it was not to hunt
ostriches, but their eggs, of which he was very
fond.
I have expressed a poor opinion of the
intelligence of the ostrich: let me give you
another illustration.
When a Bushman discovers one of their
nests he steals all the eggs but one or two,
taking care to leave no other evidence of his
visit. Even though, when the mother went
off for a time, she left a dozen, she has not
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, enough sense to comprehend that nearly all
have been abstracted, but resumes laying, only
to have her nest depleted by regul ar visits
from the Bushman, who watches for her
depar ture. The native keeps this up for
weeks and months, and the stupid bird continue s laying from June to October, never
suspecting that all the time she is steadily
contr ibutin g to the suppo rt of a thieving
Bushman and his family.
While the hunte rs were having their own
sport with the ostriches, Diedrick was despoiling a nest that he found without difficulty. In
it were more than a score of eggs, which he
resolved to take into camp. But how to carry
them was the question. A single one is considere d the equivalent of two dozen ordin ary
hen's eggs, so you can easily see that the task
was considerable. But Diedrick was equal to
the emergency. In a twinkling he had doffed
his beloved trous ers and, tying the bottom of
the legs in a knot, he deposited the plund er
within, the space required being all that could
be spare d in the legs and some of the portio n
above _the bifurcation of the garment. Then,
slinging his odd load over his shoulders, he
starte d back. Catching sight of the horsemen,
he changed his course so as to join them, when,
as I have told you, he was received with much
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merriment which was increased by the
solemnity of the Hottentot's visage. He had
never been known to smile, and seemed to be
mystified by the high spirits of his companions. But he was complimented on his
achievement, and the party set otit on
their return to camp. When they arrived, their
pleasure was heightened by learning from Mr.
Godkin that the wounded Orak was much
better, and in all probability would recover in
a brief while.
The ostrich when full grown is eight or nine
feet tall, and I have known some to weigh
between three and four hundred pounds. Its
only weapon of defense is its powerful legs,
about which I have already told you. Its eyesight is very keen, and its elevated head gives
it a wide range of vision.
The male is of a glossy black color, with the
exception of the large plumes of the wingfeathers, which are a pure, rich white. These
are the chief objects of ostrich hunting. In
the female, the feathers are of a grayish
brown, fringed here and there with white.
The cry of the bird is coarse and gruff, its legs
are strongly jointed, and its hide is capable of
being tanned into strong leather.
The nest of the ostrich is of the simplest
description, consisting of a rude cavity in the
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sand, five or six feet wide and twenty inches
deep. The eggs are packed on end, so as to
economize space, as many as fifty having been
found in a single nest. These are the product
of several birds, which take turns in sitting
upon them, the male standing guard at night,
to fight off the jackals, which are among its
numerous enemies. The average weight of
an egg is about three pounds, and, as I have
said, it is considered the equivalent of two
dozen hen's eggs.
The young, as soon as they emerge from the
shell, are about the size of pullets, and are
able at once to follow their parents. They
quickly acquire an astonishing capacity for
speed, previous to which, if frightened, they
will squat down and remain immovable until
the danger is past. At such times, the parent
bird having them in charge sometimes displays unexpected cunning by feigning lameness, with a view to drawing pursuit to himself or herself and away from the helpless
ones.
The ostrich is easily domesticated, and I am
sure you have heard of the attempt s in that
direction in this country. In the southern
part of Africa are many ostrich farms, whose
owners have done well in rearing the l>ird§ a}!d
selling their plumes.
6

72

:ANIMAL STORIES

Their voracity is not their least remarkable
characteristic. Gravel, stones, metal keys,
knives, and, I have been told, horseshoes, have
sometimes formed a few of their articles of
diet.
It is the feathers of the bird that constitute
its chief value. It requires seventy of these to
weigh a pound, and, since twenty or twentyfive marketable feathers is the largest number
that can be plucked from a single ostrich, you
will appreciate the difficulty of supplying the
demand for these luxuries. But the _price
(from ten to fifty dollars a pound) is enough
to spur the native of Damara or Bechuana tQ
his utmost to procure them.
March and April is the principal feather
season, the birds having then recovered from
their moult, while their plumage is vigorous
and elastic. In order to preserve their value,
they are plucked from the ostrich immediately
after it is brought down and while the body is
still warm.
Despite the speed of the bird, it is so worn
out and spiritless on the approach of the rainy
season that a single horseman can easily ride
it down. Its energy is insufficient for it to
fight and it often stands still until brained_by
the native's ehambok or knobby stick.'

CHAPTER V
IN THE TREE TOP

was doing so well that the next morning he stepped down from his couch in the
wagon and announced as best he could his
intention of walking several miles for the purpose of stretching his legs. His fever was
almost gone and he possessed an excellent
appetite, the best evidence that he was rapidly
recovering from the rough usage received
from the lion a couple of nights before.
It was yet early in the day when the train
took up its lumbering course, it being the intention of Mr. Godkin to tren d tow ard the
Atlantic coast, with a view of ultimately strik ing it south of the Congo State.
Noon had not yet come when Pongo, who
rode in advance, made known that giraffes, or
camelopards, were in the neighborhood. He
pointed out several well marked spoors though
nothing of the animals was seen.
One of the curious facts connected with this
crea ture is the difficulty that hun ters experience in identifying it at even a moderate
distance. Its peculiar shape renders a sports-

ORA K

73

74

ANIMAL STORIES

man liable to mistake a tree or high stump for
it, such errors being common with those that
h~ve spent years in southern Africa.
The temperature was uncomfortably high
and Mr. Godkin brought the train to a halt,
intending to resume the journey toward the
middle of the afternoon. The stop was near
a stream of water, broader than that from
which they had drawn their supply the preceding night. It was believed to be a tributary of the Zambesi, whose delta is on the
shore of the Mozambique Channel, ih latitude
18° south.
The parties who set out to hunt giraffes
were the two youths, Jack Harvey, Carl Godkin and Pongo. Diedrick stayed behind to
look after the camp, agreeing that if anything should rise to demand their presence he
would signal them by firing both barrels of
<>ne of the shotguns.
The hunters were mounted on their own
animals, Pongo carrying his three boom~rangs, while the Texan, as a matter of course,
took his lasso.
After they had ridden some distance across
the level plain, Mr. Godkin consented that
they should separate and enter the extensive
jungle in front at different points. He insisted, however, that they should not allow
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their interest in the chase to lead anyone
beyond reach of the support of his friends,
whose help was likely to be needed in securing
some of the specimens for which they were
searching.
The jungle was found to be so open that
their horses made their way through it without difficulty, and the plainly marked spoor of
the giraffes was seen so often that each member of the party was confident it would be his
good fortune to discover one or more of the
coveted animals before the rest came up with
them.
It was Bob Marshall's luck to secure the
first meeting with several of the most extraordinary members of the animal kingdom.
He had picked his way but a short distance
among the tall, column-like trees when he
observed that the ground was slightly rising
and the trunks were becoming more scattered.
If this continued, he must soon enter an opening, or natural clearing.
Sure enough, that was what followed.
Within fifteen minutes after parting with his
comrades he found himself on the edge of a
comparatively open space, several acres long
and about half as wide. The surface was covered with a stunted yellow grass that seemed
to have been withered by the flaming African
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sun. Near the middle stood a tall cameeldorn
tree, the species being abundant in the wood
through which the youth had reached the
spot. Beyond this tree were others of smaller
growth.
Dismounting, Bob examined the ground
with the closeness of an Indian scout and
became convinced that the impressions which
he saw had been made by the feet of giraffes.
He was filled with a strong hope by the fact
that some of the tracks were quite small,
suggesting that young ones were among the
old. If this should prove the case, it was encouraging, for it promised a chance of obtaining some of them to add to the menagerie they
were gathering in the Dark Continent, to be
sent to the other side of the world. But it
was annoying, after such a long ride and
search and after reaching this clearing, where
the animals had passed so recently, that he
was unable to catch sight of a single one.
"They can't be far off," was the conclusion
of the lad, as he left his pony on the edge of
the jungle and walked to the green cameeldorn tree with the intention of making use of
it to help him extend his survey over the surrounding vicinity.
Instead 9f carrying his rifle at the side ofthe saddle, as is sometimes done by hunters,
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Bob followed the custom of his friends, who
slung their weapons over their backs by means
of a strap, whence it could be quickly brought
to the front in case of need. Thus he would
have the full use of both arms when he wished
it and in climbing a tree could carry his chief
.weapon with him.
That was what Bob did. It took but a
few minutes to ensconce himself among the
branches of the cameeldorn, whose leaves
were as green and cool-looking as though the
roots were perennially supplied with moisture.
The youth ascended until the strength of the
limb on which he rested permitted him to go
no farther, when he pau$ed to take a survey
of the neighborhood.
The result at first was disappointing. His
vision extended less than he expected, though
it swept over considerable space; but it showed
nothing of what he hoped to see.
"It must be," he thought, "that the giraffe
holds its head so high and has such sharp eyes,
like the ostrich, that it discovers the hunter
long before he can detect the animal. There
may be a herd of them that have observed us
long ago and are keeping out of our way.
Helloa ! somebody is luckier than I."
This exclamation was caused by the sound
pf a gun a short distance to the left. He
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suspected the weapon was Dick's though of
necessity it was guesswork on Bob's part.
Suddenly his heart gave a throb. Two hundred yards off, in a direction opposite to that
where he had left his horse, he saw something
moving. It was at the farther end of the
clearing where all became jungle again, and
the objects were so hidden by the vegetation
that for some minutes it was impossible to
identify them. By and by, however, a male
giraffe, fully eighteen feet high, and two
females, three or four feet less in stature,
moved into plainer sight and began cropping
some of the acacias that were plentiful in that
section.
The youth debated with himself what he
should do. The animals were too far off to
risk a shot from his perch, and he hesitated
to shoot them down in mere sport when the:re
:were no young in their company. The spoor
convinced him that some infant camelopards
were not far off and it was important that the
older ones should ;not be scared into fleeing
with them.
Bob was indeed in a. ·q uandary and he
ardently wished that his friends were within
call so that some plan for making the important capture could be agreed upon. But he
was afraid to signal them lest he should
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frighten off the animals. He therefore waited
and cogitated over the matter, hoping all the
time that the giraffes would come closer.
While still attentively watching them, he
made the discovery that fully half a dozen
others were near. He could catch glimpses
of their long awkward necks now and then,
as they thrust their heads hither and thither
among the acacias while cropping the succulent leaves; but they persisted in keeping so
obscured that he could not learn whether or
not they were accompanied by any young.
The probabilities, however, were that more
than one baby giraffe was in their company.
"f can't see why Dick and the rest don't
work their way over here," thought he, "for
most of the animals must be near me, though
I know they sometimes travel in herds of
thirty or forty. We could surround the whole
lot and Jack, with his lasso, would be able to
gather in one or two of the young-"
At that moment he heard a slight rustling,
and turning his head, was so startled by what
he observed that he came within a hair of
losing his balance and falling to the ground.
The most extraordinary object he had ever,
beheld was moving among the leaves. It
showed no legs or arms but from the front was
thrust a tongue fully a foot long, 't hat ,
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wrapping about the green leaves, tore them off
and shoved them into its capacious mouth.
The oblique and narrow nostrils were protected by strong hairs and surrounded by
muscular fibers that could close the organs of
smell against the entrance of the sand dust
which sometimes sweeps with fatal effect over
portions of the Dark Continent. A pair of
beautiful eyes were so placed that the owner
could gaze in any direction without moving
his head.
This remarkable object was gliding here
and there among the leaves of the cameeldorn
tree with a certain smooth grace that proved
it was controlled by some power beneath.
Those lustrous eyes could not fail to see the lad
crouching on the other side of the trunk and
peering around as though in doubt whether
he ought to appeal to his weapons or drop
from hls perch and run for life. But no
notice was taken of° him. The object, whatever its nature, glided hither and thither,
sometimes approaching and sometimes receding from the boy, and acting all the while as
though it cared naught for him or anything
else.
The second glance of the affrighted Bob
enabled him to identify the strange sight: it
was the head of an immense giraffe, that was
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cropping the leaves of the cameeldorn tree in
which he had perched.
Since this animal is one of the most timid
that is hunted, it was singular that he did not
instantly flee on catching sight of the young
hunter. It must have been, as Bob suspected,
that he had never looked upon a human being
before and therefore did not understand that
he was tenfold more dangerous than the
cheetah or lion.
Wondering at his temerity, Bob ventured to
move a few inches toward him. Instantly the
head became stationary and the long tongue
motionless, while the fine eyes contemplated
the stranger with an inquiring stare, not unmixed with fear. Evidently the creature was
on the point of fleeing, though the lusciousness
of the leaves tempted him to remain.
Bob kept still and the giraffe resumed feeding, though for a few minutes he did not
approach any nearer the lad. The latter,
watching him closely, was able now and then,
when the head parted the branches, to follow
the long neck as it sloped downward to the
ground where the body was standing. Bob
was sure, too, that others of the kind were
there though the thick growth of leaves prevented him seeing plainly, and he was afraid
that if he shifted his position he would drive
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off the male which showed such confidence in
him.
By and by the latter edged over to where
the astonished youth was holding to the limb.
Bob felt just enough misgiving of the extraordinary head to wish to avoid too close company with it. Of course, he could have shot
the beast, but before doing that he wished to
satisfy himself that such an act would not
shut out all chance of capturing some of the
young.
Still closer came the head until it was so
nigh that Bob shoved himself further out on
the limb, intending to swing his arm and
frighten the animal into preserving a respectful distance; but the youth forgot that the
branch on which he was resting was already
taxed to its utmost. The consequence was
that it snapped off like a pipe-stem, close to
the trunk, and in an instant he began his
descent through the limbs, to the ground.
The flurry startled the giraffe into an awkward leap directly under the descending lad,
who struck the giraffe's neck just back of his
head and shot down the whole length of the
animal, from head to tail, with the velocity of
a sled going down a toboggan slide.
Bob realized instantly what was coming
and, dropping his gun, instinctively threw out

FASTER AND FASTER WENT THE YOUTH UNTIL HE SHOT OFF THJIJ
SPINE OF THE STARTLED ANIMAL.
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his arms to grasp the neck and stop his
accelerating descent. Had it been any other
animal, he must have succeeded but the inclination of the giraffe's body from his head to
his switch of a tail approached too nearl y the
perpendicular to permit.
Faste r and faste r went the youth, despite
his efforts of resistance, until he shot off the
spine of the startl ed animal with such momentum as to strike the groun d a dozen feet
distant, where he made a backward somersault just in time to escape the vicious kick of
the giraffe's hind foot, which, had it landed,
would have done serious damage.
Before Bob could clamber to his feet, the
sharp crack of a Winchester sounded on the air
and the huge giraffe made a franti c lunge
forward, falling dead on his face. His brain
was pierced by a shot from the rifle of Jack
Harvey, who dashed forwa rd the next moment
on his musta ng with his lasso whizzing about
his head. For Bob was not mistaken in believing there were other s of the same kind
beneath the tree which he had climbed. There
were a female and two young, the moth er
grazi ng from the branches so much lower
down that the youth had not seen her head.
The young were feeding still lowe r,-tha t is,
they were imbibing their moth er's milk while

ANIMAL STORIES

she was helping herself to the vegetation.
Even in that exciting moment, the hunters
were touched by the sight. The mother stared
around in a bewildered way and then, with a
vague consciousness of her danger, started off
with her offspring trotting by her side. But
she went only a few paces when the merciless
coil settled round her neck and she was jerked
backwa rd with such force that she fell on her
side, where she kicked arid struggled violently
for several minutes.
"Don't kill her!" called Bob, his heart full of
pity for the young ones, too much stupefied by
the calamity to flee.
"I don't want to," replied Jack, leaping to
the ground, "but we've got our hands full.
Where the deuce is Pongo?"
The Bushman at that moment bounded
from among the trees on foot. He ran forward to the struggling giraffe and halting by
its head, jumped up and down, swung his
arms, and emitted a series of the most hideous
sounds that can be imagined. These were intended to frighten the captive, and accomplished that purpose. Either from exhaustion
or fright, she became still. The pleading expression in her large soft eyes as she looked
up at her captors .would have touched a
savage.
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"I'll be hanged if I can kill her, though I
expected to do it," said Jack Harvey. "Those
eyes are too human. If she'll behave herself
and let us lead her back to camp, I'll spare
·
·
her."
The flurry caused by this h1cident startled
the other giraffes in the vicinity and they went
scurryin g away at their highest bent. No
attentio n was paid to them for our friends had
all they could attend to in looking after their
captives.
It seemed a pity that the male had been
killed, but it was impossible to capture him.
He was so large and strong that he would
have continued fighting for freedom while
there was promise that the mother could
be managed through her affection for her
young.
While she lay on the ground, the two babies
stood quietly by her side, looking down in such
a wondering way that it was plain they were
grieved and unable to understa nd the meaning of the sad sight.
Finally at the suggestion of Pongo, the
mother was allowed to rise. She came to her
feet in a hurry and immediately started off
again, but was checked without any help from
the mustang, to whose saddle the end of the
lasso was still secured.
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"Do you think you can lead her?" asked
Jack of the Bushman.
"Me can," he replied, with a nod of his head.
"I guess I'd better keep her tied to the saddle
for a time; I don't think she can run away
with me and Apache. Bob, warn't you trying
to slide down the back of the male when I came
in sight?"
"No; I was trying to keep from sliding
down it but I couldn't help myself, because the
roof was too steep."
"He is got up in curious style," remarked
the Texan, surveying the inanimate figure
on the ground. "I saw one of the critters in
Barnum's show, when it was in Texas, and
tried to study out what sort of joke nature
was trying to get off when she shaped him up
in that fashion, but I couldn't make it out.
Pongo, you and Bob will mount again, and
we'll start for camp without waiting for Godkin and Dick. They are having some fun of
their own."
The native's horse was a short distance off
and he vaulted upon hjm in a twinkling, Bob
doing the same with his own animal, while
Jack began the delicate task of leading his
captive away from her former companions
and the body of her late consort. This would
have been quite easy on the open plain for the
7
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captive was so subdued that after a few minutes she offered no resistance at all. She
walked obediently after her master, her young
keeping near her, but despite the care of the
horseman, the trees interfered in an annoying way, the lasso frequently catching against
the trunks and limbs. The difficulty was
almost overcome by shortening the halter so
as to bring the beast near the haunch of the
mustang, who showed nearly as great dislike
to such close acquaintanceship as did the
prisoner.
Everything, however, went along swimmingly on the arrival of the party in the open
plain. Jack allowed the prisoner all the rope
she wanted, and no one would have judged
from her demeanor as she fallowed her captors that she was an unwilling member of the
company.
.
Bob and Pongo rode at the rear of the
strange procession, studying the animals,
which you will admit are among the most
interesting of those found in the Dark Continent.
I am quite sure you have formed the opinion
that the fore legs of the giraffe are much
longer than the hind ones when in truth they
are about the same in length. In walking, the
neck is stretched in a line with the back and
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the animal looks very awkward, but this disappear s when it runs. It lifts its hind legs
alterna tely with the fore and they are carried
outside and far beyond them. Under a full
gallop the fore legs are stiff in rising
and falling. It prefers the open country,
and loves to wande r in large herds over the
plains of Nubia, Abyssinia and South Africa.
When it wishes to eat something on the
ground, its posture is the most awkward
imaginable. It spreads its fore legs far
apart, the hind ones retaini ng their usual position, and thus manages to grasp the twig or
grass in front of it.
The giraffe is the sole living representative
of the Camelopardalidae family and unlike
the deer, has no supplementary hoofs on its
feet, nor has it any canine teeth.
The male and female have each two short
frontal horns, covered with hairy skin, ending in a tuft of hairs. Their color is a light
yellow, with large brown spots. The tallest
specimen I ever saw was about eighteen feet,
which is a third higher than the late lamented
Jumbo, the largest animal ever known.

CHAPTER VI
IN THE NICK OF TIME

it fell to the lot of Bob Marshall
to have the most resultant meeting, as it may
be called, with the giraffes, yet Dick Brownell
was really the first member of the party to·
catch sight of the interesting animals.
I have told you that the camelopard is
fonder of the open plain than the wooded
sections, but they frequently enter the groves
in quest of the succulent leaves of which they
are fond. It so happened that fully a score
were engaged in feeding in the jungle into
which the ·five men rode at different points.
Dick was advancing slowly, his senses on
the alert, and in the momentary expectancy of
catching sight of one of the creatures, when
his horse suddenly pricked hi2 ears and
stopped short. The young rider instantly saw
the cause of his alarm. A huge male giraffe
was standing a short distance off, with his
head thrust among the lofty branches and ·
gather ing in the leaves, just as was the male
which so startle d Bob Marshall a few minutes
later. Had not the animal ~n much enALTHO UGH
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gaged with the leaves rustling about his ears,
he would have discovered the approach of the
hunter before the latter could have seen him.
Dick was so flustered by the sight that he
hurriedly brought his rifle to his shoulder and
fired. Inasmuch as he could not see the head,
hjdden among the vegetation, he aimed ~t ,t he
point where he supposed it to be, but where it
was not. The report roused the animal, which
withdrew its head like a flash and, observing
the horseman, turned in the other direction
and made off at a speed that was ·astonishing.
Dick galloped after him and once more
raised his gun, but lowered it without pulling
trigger. He was confident of his ability to
bring the tall creature to the ground but
knowing its gentle disposition, he felt little
desire to do so. He continued his pursuit a
short distance, when the fugitive disappeared,
being able to make better time through the
jungle than could his fleeter-£ ooted pursuer.
Dick felt little regret over its escape and,
checking his pony, he turned the other way
with tlie intention of rejoining his companions, when he was mystified by a series of
sounds which he could not understand. They
seemed to consist of a number of short,
thunderous bellows m,ingling with the brief
roars evidently uttered by another kind of
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animal, and were so near that he looked in the
direction, knowing he would catch sight of
the beasts, whatever they might be.
An immense buffalo bull was standing at
bay, with his back towar d a large rock and
facing a couple of male lions that were evidently resolved to make a meal of him but at
the same time were well aware that it could
be done only by a desperate fight with the
magnificent fell ow that defied them.
The African buffalo is one of the most
dreaded animals that roam the plains and
jungles of the Dark Continent. He is the true
buffalo, the name being a misnomer as applied
to the species, now nearly extinct, on our
West ern prairi es and which are properly
called bisons. He is of great size, very powerful and active, courageous, swift of foot, with
an enormous spread of horns that curve outward and upwa rd to. sharp points, which,
backed by the. prodigious stren gth of the
animal, become the most formidable of
weapons.
It has been said by more than one native of
South Africa that one should rathe r stand
fifty yards in front of a rifle, aimed and fired
at his breast, than to hold the same position,
unarmed, in front of a buffalo; for, in the
forme r instance, the weapon migh t miss but in
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the latter death is inevitable. From this statement you can form an idea of the beast, which,
finding itself assailed · by a couple of lions,
coolly backed against a rock and faced them.
Now and then the bull flirted his head in a
savage way, with a short muttering bellow
which the lions answered with a somewhat
similar cry. Then the assailants began creeping stealthily forward, their bodies close to the
ground and the ends of their lashing tails
thumping angrily against their ribs. -Either
could have made a leap that would have landed
him on the shoulders of the bull, but though
they seemed to meditate an assault of the
kind they hesitated to attempt it.
The bull, as is a favorite custom with his
kind, had been wallowing in the mud until
his entire body was coated. This coating had
been baked by the sun, and since his violent
movements had dislocated many of the flakes,
his appearance could not have been more unsightly. But he was "game" all the way
·
through.
The first glance that Dick Brownell obtained
of the stirring sight showed that the bull was
attended by a small bird, which, unmindful of
the peril of his huge friend, kept industriously
garnering the insects that swarmed along his
spine. When ~e latter ~barged, the bird rode
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with him, more interested in obtaining his own
meal than in the strange combat going on.
It is claimed by some that the textor
erythrorhynchus, as scientists have named
this bird, warns the bull of the approach of
dang er but I believe the weight of autho rity
is again st the assertion.
The stran ge contest (if at this stage it could
be called a contest) had probably continued
• some time when Dick Brownell arrived on the
scene, though he saw no proof of any wounds
having been given or received by any of the
combatants, not one of which paid the least
heed to him.
The large r of the assailants appeared to be
growing impatient. While his companion was
darti ng forward and then quickly retre ating a
few paces, he stood erect as if debating
whet her the best thing was not for him to
dash in and end the business with a short
struggle. His decision seemed to be hastened
by the retre at of his comrade for with another
threa tenin g growl he trotte d strai ght toward
the bull. The latter, instead of awaiting his
assault, advanced to meet him.
This evidently was more than the lion had
counted on for, standing his ground but a
moment, he dropped his tail and ran back,
afrai d of the frigh tful horns that were com-
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ing toward him with the momentum of a
battering-ram.
The bull was too wise to be drawn far from ·
the rock and placed at a fatal disadvantage.
Having followed the lion a short distance,
therefore, he trotted swiftly back to his first
position, holding his head high so as to be prepared for any demonstration of his foes.
Then he instantly wheeled and faced them,
defiant as ever.
The smaller of the lions was more cunning
than the other. _ Leaving the latter to confront the bull, he began sneaking around to
one side of t}ie rock with the manifest intention of assailing the brave fellow from the
rear. This could be easily done for the rock
was not high, and while the bull was engaged
in fighting his more chivalrous foe, the other
could pounce down on his shoulder and, clinging fast, .keep free of his dreaded horns and
kill him.
In making this flank movement, the beast
approached the side of the rock nearest Dick
Brownell, whose sympathies naturally were
with the bull. The lion did not notice him,t}le chief cause for the oversight being his
interest in the singular struggle for a dinner.
"That .isn't fair!" muttered.the youth, reading the meaning of the course of the king of
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beasts. "I won't allow anything of the kind."
And .without hesitation he deliberately raised
his Winchester and drove a bullet back of the
fore leg of the beast, who was killed instantly,
so that he had barely time to make a single
leap.
Dick expected the report of the gun to draw
the attention of the other lion to him and his
horse, and he held himself ready to meet him
with the remaining cartridges in his rifle, but
to his surprise both the lion and bull acted as
though they had not heard the sound nor
witnessed the downfall of one of the assailants. In fact, the larger lion and bull had
feinted and faced each other so long that
they were rapidly becoming infuriated. They
cared nothing for what was going on around
them; they h~d eyes only for each other.
"Now matters are on a fair basis," thought
.Dick, observing that he was receiving no
attention from either of the combatants, "and
may the best fell ow win!"
The savage brutes did not delay in getting
down to business.
Once more the lion trotted toward the bull,
who, as before, eagerly advanced to meet him.
As he did so he again lowered his head, turning it sideways so as to present one of the
magnificent horns to his assailant.
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The latter halted suddenly when a few paces
distant and, dropping part way to the ground,
made a quick jump, meant to carry him over
the lowered head and upon the body of the
buffalo. Had he done so-and the plan was
feasible -nothin g could have saved the brave
old fell ow for, unable to use his horns upon
his clinging enemy, he would have been at his
mercy. But the bull read aright the purpose
of his foe and met it in a singular way. Instead of throwing up his head as Dick expected him to do, he leaped lightly to one side
and the instant the lion landed went at him
like a demon.
The brute had no time to gather himself for
effectual resistance. While striving to do so,
he was shoved on his side and knocked over
again, still snarling and striving desperately
to regain his feet. Seeing the lion was helpless, the bull jammed his side a third time with
such fury that one of the long horns was
driven almost through the body. It was a
fatal wound, but the king of beasts in his
dying struggles inflicted more than one
serious hurt on his conqueror, who, drawing
back his massive ·head, rammed him again,
even after all semblance of life had departed,
until with a fierce snort he flung the sense-

THE SNORTING ANIMAL LOwmED HIS HEAD AND CAllB FOB H1M
AND BIS STEED LIKE A CYCLONE.
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less body a dozen feet away as though it were
a bundle of rags.
"Hurrah !" shouted the excited Dick, swinging his hat; "you made a gallant fight, and I
feel as though I would like to shake hands
with you-"
The youth's congratulations were cut short
for at that moment he became aware that the
buffalo.appeared to have made up his mind to
"shake hands" with a vengeance, for the snorting animal lowered his head and came for him
and his steed like a cyclone.
"Confound you!" muttere d the youth. "If
that's the way you treat a friend, I'll turn
enemy!"
And drawing up his rifle, he pulled the
trigger. The aim was perfect, the ball entering the lower part of the skull and tearing its
way along the spine. The bull took a single
bound forward, staggere d like a drunken
person, went down on his knees and then over
on his side, where, with a single bellow, he
died.
"I would have been glad to spare you," said
Dick, "but I couldn't see my way clear to
do it."
The youth observed Mr. Godkin approach-ing among the trees. The reports of the gun
had brought him to the vicinity and he arrived
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in sight at the moment the bull was shot.
"You ought not to have killed him," said he
jocosely, "for he would have been a valuable
curiosity for Mr. Barnum."
"Yes; I should like to see the man, or party
of men, who could make him prisoner; it
would be like trying to chain a blizzard."
"Jack Harvey is an expert in the use of
the lasso."
"He does seem to have an itching to try it
on every wild animal he sees. It would be just
like him to drop the coil over a buffalo's horns,
but I don't think he would do it a second time."
"No; the African buffalo is among the most
dangerous game in the country. To me he
always seemed as bad as the Asiatic tiger."
At Mr. Godkin's invitation, Dick seated him. self on a fall en tree beside his friend for it
was evident he had something to say to him.
Dick was always glad of the chance to talk
with the gentleman.
"I haven't had a shot," Mr. Godkin remarked, "since we parted company, though I
got near enough to three giraffes to bring one
or two down. But there is something so innocent and helpless about the animals that I dislike to kill them."
"I feel the same; I fired in such a hurry that
I missed, but I didn't try a second shot. But,"

102

ANIMAL STORIES

added Dick, "you would have been interested
had you seen the buffalo gore that big lion to
death."
"I've seen it done," quietly replied Mr. Godkin. "A lion is a fool that, singlehanded,
attempts to bring down a bull buffalo."
"But there were two of them."
"At first; but if I'm right, you shot one."
"Yes; I wanted to make the fight more
even."
"A cow buffalo, defending her young, is
:fiercer, if anything, than a bull," remarked
Mr. Godkin.
"I don't see how that can be," said Dick, with
a look at the prostrate foe that had assailed
him so savagely.
"I hope you will never have the chance of
seeing it. I have known a cow to fight two
lions, save her young, and finally drive off
both her assailants. The bulls, as they grow
older, are inclined to wander off by themselves
into the swamps and jungles, and the hunter
who meets them must be on his guard. Do
you note that bird?"
The little feathered friend of the buffalo was
industriously hopping about the inanimate
form in its never-ending hunt for food. During the charge upon Dick it had kept its place
on his back.
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"I noticed it on my first glance at the bull."
"They seem always to be in attendance on
their fierce majesties, but are not like the
birds that warn the rhinoceros and hippopotamus of the approach of danger. Do you
know," continued the director, rousing to animation, "that I have seen a buffalo whip an
eleph ant?"
"It seems incredible."
"It's a fact nevertheless. I was once riding
a medium-sized elephant, with Pongo, when
we route d a bull from a thick clump of bushes
where he seemed to be fighting off the insects
rathe r than seeking food. He came at our
steed with a rush and, strik ing his shoulder,
knocked him to his knees."
"Did n't he gore him?"
"Tha t was the stran ge part of it. You
know the horn s spread so far apar t that there
is a good deal of space between. It must have
been that the ends of the horns thus missed
wounding the elephant, while the· impact of
their bony base was enough to capsize him."
"Wh at were you doing all this time?"
"I had my rifle, of course, but I told Pongo
that if the elephant couldn't save himself from
an animal so much less in size, I didn' t feel
like helping him. The big creat ure trum peted
with terro r and, getti ng to his feet, wheeled
8
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The big creature trumpeted with, terror.

about and lumbered off like a whipped dog."
"He must have run fast to get away from
. the bull."
"He made good time, for an elephant can
travel rapidly, but he wouldn't have done so
well but for the help of the buffalo. He delivered his second charge agains t the hind
quarte rs of the bulky fell ow, who was pushed
forwar d so violently that he came near being
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thrown to his knees again, with us flying over
his head. By this time the elephant was in a
panic. He trumpeted so pitifully that I knew
the horns had inflicted a hurt the second time;
so, to save our steed and ourselves, I sent a
couple of bullets from my unsteady perch,
which ended the matter."
"You make me quite proud of my achievement in bringing down such a dreadful
fellow," said Dick, with a smile and another
glance at the lifeless form.
"You may well boast of it; had you missed
killing him the second time, there is a certain
young gentleman in South Africa, of whom
Mr. Barnum thinks a great deal, that would
never shake his hand again. But," added Mr.
Godkin, coming to the matter of which he
intended to speak in the first place, "I have
done more thinking than hunting during the
last hour or two, and have come to the conclusion to make a permanen t camp where we
have now halted."
The youth looked at his friend, as if uncertain of his full meaning.
"We are in the heart of the best hunting
region of South Africa," he explained, "and
we cannot improve our situation by penetrating farther, while to do so makes the return
the more laborious, and dangerous for the

106

ANIMAL STORIES

young that we hope to take back to the coast.
By making our camp permanent, that is, during our hunt for curiosities, we can be secure
against the attack of wild men and beasts, can
give our oxen and horses abundant rest and,
when we have gathered all that we can well
take care of, we shall be in good form for the
long journey to the sea coast. That, after all,
is the most trying ordeal before us. If we
can reach port with our prizes, I shall feel
that nine-tenths of the real work is successfully finished."
"Then, from the camp, we will make excursions through the surrounding country, in
search of what we want?"
"That is my plan; what do you think of
it?"
"It strikes me as good, since, as I understand
it, we cannot hope to find any more desirable
prizes farther north, nor, indeed, in any direction, without traveling much farther than you
ever intended to go."
"You are right. Then, too, we can give
the young better care in camp than while
dragging them across the country."
"There is enough in South Africa to keep
,
us busy."
"I rather suspect so. The list is a long one,
embracing, as I am sure you know, hyenas,
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rhinoceroses, monkeys, zebras, porcupines,
wild boars, koodoos, the secre tary birds, hornbills, ichneumons, elands, hippopotami, not to
mention the lions, antelopes, and giraffes, and
other animals with which we have already
come in collision."·

CHAPTER VII
PERMANENT CAMP

M& GODKIN was delighted on reaching camp
to learn of the important captures that had
been made, thanks to Jack Harvey's skill in
handling the lasso. If the female giraffe and
her young could be transported safely to the
coast, they would form valuable prizes for
The Greatest Show on Earth.
But a good deal remained to be done, and all
saw the wisdom of the director's decision.
They might hunt a good while without finding
so favorable a spot for a long halt. Grass was
abundant for the animals, while the stream
flowing near provided water for all. Besides,
the country was so open on every side that if
only ordinary vigilance was used, it would be
almost impossible for any wild men to steal
upon them, either by day or night.
The decision having been made, no time was
lost in the preparations. The three wagons
were placed so as to form part of a large circle,
the property carefully stowed away under the
strong canvas covers, and everything made as
secure as possible against those tremendous
109
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storms which sometimes devastate the African plains.
One of the most important steps was the
preparation of new quarters for the young
animals they had captured, as well as for
those they expected to secure. The cages with
which our friends were well provided, being
intended for use in transportation, were necessarily small and the active young were
sure to suffer from their cramped quarters.
Strong stakes were therefore driven into the
ground so as to inclose a fourth of an acre,
and this was subdivided into what might be
called apartments, each embracing a square
rod, more or less. These stakes were tall and
pointed at the top, so that a lion could not
have leaped within the inclosure. They were
therefore sure to keep the captives safe inside,
while affording room for exercise.
The section devoted to the giraffe and her
young needed to be lofty to hold her secure.
As it was, her small head, with its odd horn
and bristling hairs, was often seen roaming
along the upper end of the stakes like some
creature creeping unsteadily over an uncertain pathway.
Had you been a member of this expedition,
you would have appreciated the services of
the natives at this time. The stockades for
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the captives were mostly made by them, and it
now became their duty to look after the wants
of the wild as well as the domestic animals. It
was their province, ·as they understood it, to
keep watch of the grazing oxen and prevent
them wandering too far from camp; to look
out for wild beasts and men; to take care of
the goats, and furnish their milk for the table
and to such of the captives as might need it;
to provide fuel, attend to the cooking and, in
short, to do everything except hunt. In other
words, since the four white men meant to
devote their energies to that business, they
arranged that all other work in and about
camp should be done by the natives, who had
been brought along for that purpose.
Two exceptions should be named in the persons of Pongo, the Bushman, and Diedrick,
the Hottentot. They were more intelligent
than the others and their previous experience in these wilds rendered them valuable
assistants.
It was a cause of thankfulness on the part
of all that the wounded Orak mended so
rapidly. Even Mr. Godkin, with his .slight
knowledge of medicine, would not have dared
prophesy such speedy recovery as the African
showed. Orak offered to give help in building
the stockade, but that could not be permitted.
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Respecting Pongo and Diedrick, the arrangement was that one of them should be in
camp during the ab~nce of the hunters. The
servants needed someone to direct them, and
if any unexpected danger should threaten,
either the Bushman or Hottentot was competent to assume charge of matters until the
return of one or all of the white men.
The only weak point about the encampment
lay in the tall grass which I have told you
skirted both banks of the stream running
near. These offered the best of concealment
for wild beasts or men that might try to steal
within striking distance of the party at night.
Mr. Godkin's uneasiness was such that most of
the second day was spent in cutting off the
grass nearest the camp, and between it and
the river. It was a relief when so much had
been removed that they felt tolerably secure
against the descent of any poisoned missiles in
the night time.
During the afternoon following the capture
of the giraffes and the next day none of our
friends engaged in hunting, but they gave
their help to the erection of the stockade and
to putting everything in good form against the
descent of the storm that was liable to come
up at any time.
The feeling of security which diffused itself
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in camp was somewhat shaken at the close of
the second day by a discovery of Abdallah, the
native from Senaar. He was wandering along
the bank of the stream, where he was quite
sure several hippopotami had been but a short
time before, when he stumbled over a raft
drawn against the bank at a point precisely
opposite the camp. This structure consisted
of a dozen or more large logs, from which the
branches had been partly cut, bound together
by ropes of twisted grass, which covered the
top like the thatched roof of some humble
dwelling. Its buoyancy was sufficient to float
several men.
The party would have been glad to believe
the raft had lain where it was found since
some date previous to the arrival of themselves, but that was impossible. Mr. Godkin
as well as Jack Harvey had made careful
examination of the shore immediately after
the halt,-so careful, indeed, that they could
not have overlooked such a large object. Failure to discover it was proof that it had not
been there.
Pongo explained that the Bushmen, Bechuanas, and other native tribes sometimes used
such craft in descending rivers, even for short
distances. They rarely constructed them for
the single purpose of crossing and never
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attempted to employ them against a strong
current, since they were too unwieldy for that
purpose. They were handled as we handle
similar structure s-that is, by means of long
poles pressed against the bottom of the stream
on which they were floating.
·
It was noticeable that there were no poles
on or about the raft,-the meaning of which
no one for a time guessed.
"It must be," said Mr. Godkin, "that, in
spite of our watchfulness, a party of natives
have come down the river and landed here."
"And inasmuch as the raft is on this side,"
added Bob Marshall, "they m11&t also be
here."
"Undoubtedly."
"And where are they now?'~
"That is what I should very mucli lilce to
know; but it was easy for them to steal up or
down stream, through the tall grass, without
any of us detecting them."
Pongo and Diedrick had hastily examined
the surroundings but were unable to identify
anything that looked like the footprints of
natives. They attributed their failure to do
so to the tracks made by themselves in tramping back and forth, while the wet ground for
some feet from the shore so quickly filled all
indentations that it was impossible to tell
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whether they were caused by the feet of men
or animals.
"Nothing is to be feared from an open
attack," remarked Mr. Godkin after considerable discussion, "but it is these sneaking
scamps that will crawl just nigh enough to
launch one of their pestilent arrows and then
scoot off° before the shaft comes down on your
head." ·
"We have been exposed to that risk before
entering Bechuana Land, and even while we
were in the Transvaal," said Dick Brownell.
"That may be," replied his cousin, "but I
suppose Mr. Godkin means to say that the
danger he speaks of is one of those we can
never become used to-what's the matter
with Jack?"
The Texan had walked apart from his
friends, and was prosecuting an investigation
independent of them. First, he went some
distance up-stream ; then, turning to one side,
' so as to pass clear of the party near the water,
he returned to the bank at a point below.
Thus it will be seen he followed a line which
at some point must have been crossed by the
wild men after disembarking from the raft.
While thus engaged, he scrutinized the damp
ground with the penetrating eye of a Kit
Carson. He detected no trail beside that of
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his friends, whose footprints he was able to
identify because of the peculiar f ootgear they
wore. Returning to Mr. Godkin and the
others, he observed the absence of poles from
the raft, and, besides, it lay so lightly
against the bank that a slight push would have
set it free.
It was enough: Jack Harvey had formed
his conclusion.
"That raft has drifted down-stream; there
wasn't a rascal on it; the current carried it
again&t the ba~. where it caught fast."

CHAPTER VIII
A MISCALCULATION

Jack Harvey explained the reason for
his conclusion, his friends were satisfied, only
wondering that they had failed to note the
signs that guided him so well. It followed,
therefore, that while no immediate danger
from the source threatened, there were wild
men not far off and no precaution against a
visit from them was to be neglected.
The following morning, the four white persons, accompanied by Pongo, the Bushman,
rode to the top of an elevation about a half
mile from camp to gain a survey of the surrounding country and to settle upon their plan
of campaign, as it may be termed. Reaching
the crest of the circular hill, covered only with
grass, the view was most extended and ~teresting.
They found themselves in the center of a
genuine South African landscape. Far to the
northward rose a ridge of mountains whose
crests almost pierced the snow line, while the
scores of square miles in other directions were
broken by winding streams, jungles, bro~d
WHEN
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sweeping plains, swamps, and groves that gave
a variety to the scene that would have delighted the heart of a painter.
While the rest employed their eyes in the
pleasing task of surveying this delightful picture, Mr. Godkin made good use of his glasses.
He poss~ssed more experience than any of his
companions in hunting wild animals, and few
points escaped him. It may be said that his
view was a business one for, in spite of the
sport and adventure that must of necessity
accompany their stay in the Dark Continent,
the expedition had its definite purpose in coming so far, and there was no time to be thrown
away in diversions or side issues.
The most interestin g feature of the landscape was the animate portion which gradually impressed itself upon the vision of the
spectators.
To the north, in the direction of the high
mountains and near the edge of a grove, standing close to the bank of the stream which
passed by the camp, was a herd of elephants,
evidently feeding. Still farther off could be
discerned a half dozen small animals in the
middle of a grassy plain, which the glass
proved to be elands, a graceful species of antelope, many of which had been previously met
on the way to this point.
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Far beyond these, so far, indeed, that the
glass failed to identify them of a certainty,
were several moving specks, which it was
generally agreed were horsemen. Inasmuch
as they were receding, and must soon pass out
of the field of vision, no uneasiness was caused
by sight of them.
To the east and west, at varying distances,
were other antelopes, while, as Mr. Godkin declared, the thick grass along the streams and
the muddy waters was likely to give shelter
to hippopotami, rhinoceroses and crocodiles.
It was not likely, either, that much of a search
was required to beat up lions, panthers, hyenas
and leopards from their hiding-places.
That which specially interested the hunters,
at the conclusion of the general survey, was
five animals grazing less than a mile off, near
the stream that wound around the foot of the
elevation.
"What the mischief do you call them?H
asked Jack Harvey, handing the glasses to
their owner.
"Oryxes or gemsboks; if you propose ·to
make a capture of any, you will find it tio easy
task."
''Why?"
"The oryx is the fleetest quadruped in South
Africa," said Mr. Godkin.
9
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"With the exception of Apache, my
mustang," qualified the Texan.
"I am not so sure about that, when you are
upon his back. But the oryx is a beautiful
creatu re and I wish we could secure one or
two. The oryx is found in the centra l and
western parts of South Africa, being rare even
so far east as this. The male is not quite four
feet high, and is of a pale buff color. You can
notice their peculiarities by aid of the
glasses."
Furth er inspection showed that the head of
the animal was shaped like that of the wild
ass, while his mane and tail were those of the
horse. Several black bands about the head
suggest that the oryx continually wears a
·
stall-collar.
One of the most notable characteristics of
the oryx is its horns, which are a yard in
length, ringed at the base, curving very
slightly backward, and of a glossy black
color. These constitute the most effective of
weapons, as our friends were destined to learn
sooner than they anticipated.
The female's appearance differs from that
of the male only in height, which is a few
inches less, and in the horns, which are more
dainty and tapering. These are so exactly
similar that when the oryx is viewed from the
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side, it appears to have but a single one.
"I am going for them," Jack abruptly declared. "They are so slight in size and
strength that the question of danger doesn't
enter into the business."
"You will think differently if you run
against those horns, which are as bad as the
tusks of the wild boar."
"I don't see any need of running against
them," quietly replied the Texan, "for I judge
the critters won't attack us."
"They are not apt to unless driven to
bay."

Although the elevated situation of the party
rendered them conspicuous, there were no evidences that they had attracted the attention
of any of the animals in sight.
"You see that grove of timber about a
fourth of a mile to the north of which the
oryxes are feeding?" asked Jack. "Well, I'm
going to make a circuit so as to enter from the
other side. As soon as I get beyond the wood,
I want you, Bob and Dick, to ride toward the
critters from this side. They'll be likely to
make for the grove and I'll wait till they enter
or start to turn off when I'll bring the old lasso
into use once more."
Looking upon the matter as settled, Jack
started off, circling so· far to the left that a

,
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ride of several miles was necessary before the
youths could leave their position.
Mr. Godkin smiled. "He hasn't left anything for you and me to do, Pongo," he said to
the Bushman, "but I don't think we need remain idle. Let's take a turn to the southeast,
where I suspect we shall find something worth
attention."
"I think," said Bob, "that it is best to move
a little farther back, so as to run no risk of
being seen by Jack's game."
The suggestion was followed. The youths
slipped from the .saddles, after moving their
ponies so far down the slope behind them that
they were out of sight of everything on the
plain to the north. Then they seated themselves in the short grass, where it would have
required a wonderfully keen eye to discern
them from a point a few hundred yards
away.
The Texan formed a picturesquely graceful
figure as he galloped away on his beautiful
mustang. The animal rose and sank with an
even motion, which he was able to continue for
hours without fatigue, while Jack's body
swayed in unison with that of his steed. His
broacj-brimmed sombrero, the rifle slung over
his shoulder, and his athletic figure would
have awakened admiration anywhere, though
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it is safe to say that he was the introd ucer of
the cowboy costume in South Africa.
He stead ily bore to the left, for the success
of his plan depended on preve nting the oryxes
takin g alarm before he reached the shelte r
towar d which he wished them driven. At the
moment when he was at the farth est point
west of the game and was beginning to bend
his course aroun d and beyond the grove, the
whole five gemsboks suddenly threw up their
heads and looked so fixedly at the hill on which
the lads were sittin g that for the moment they
believed they were discovered.
"Down!" whispered Dick, sinking lower in
the grass , "or we shall scare them away."
The two almost lay on their faces, holding
their heads only high enough to keep the
animals in sight.
Gazing towar d the hill for a half minute or
so, the creatu res next stared so earne stly
in the direction of the distan t horseman
that there could be little doubt they observed
him.
"I wond er what they think of Jack," sairl
·Bob, unconsciously lowering his voi~e as
thoug h he feared that any tone above a
whisp er would betra y them.
"If they'r e capable of thinking, they can't
help admir ing the handsome fellow."
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"That is well enough, if they are not frightened off."
"Jack is so far away that they must believe
there is no cause for fear. There! that's what
I suspected."
The oryxes resumed grazing and a few
minutes later the Texan passed out of sight
beyond the grove.
His disappearance was the signal for the
lads to start the oryxes in his direction. Since
they were liable to move to the west in their
flight, Bob Marshall headed his pony to the
left, following a course parallel to that of the
Texan though not so far westward, while Dick
moved directly upon the creatures. By this
action, the game's more natural line of flight
would be toward the timber because the
stream was on their right, and they were not
likely to swim it, unless hard pressed. Such
was the calculation of our young friends but,
as is often the case in this world, the result
proved very different from what was anticipated.
Dick adopted a slower pace than Bob, because he had less distance to go and he did not
wish to start the animals too soon, but he had
hardly reached the base of the hill when the
oryxes threw up their heads with such manifest alarm that he stopped. The moment he
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did so, the five began running round in short
circles as though bewildered. Then, instead
of fleeing toward the grove where Jack
Harvey was awaiting them, the herd broke
for the west.
.Dick uttered a shout to warn his cousin, but
he had already observed the move and tried to
check it by swinging his hat, throwing up his
arms, shouting and galloping toward them.
His success was .less than expected. Three of
the oryxes dashed off at their highest speed,
taking a course neither toward him nor the
grove of trees, but midway between, there
being abundance of room for such maneuvering. The other two, after making several
feints at Dick and the river, finally headed for
the grove, thus giving a pleasant expectation
to the Texan, who was attentively gazing out
upon the plain from among the trees.
Bob Marshall was surprised by the obduracy of the three, who acted as if they had
some suspicion of the trap laid for them,
though that was hardly possible. -He determined to force them to do as he wished and,
putting his pony to a dead run, he aimed to
intercept the trio. Despite what he had
learned of the fleetness of the oryx, he was
confident of his ability to do this since he had
much the ~dvantage on account of the shorter
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distance to travel. But the fugitives mixed
matters once more by separating. At the first
they ran in Indian file, a large male at the
head, and farmed an exceedingly pretty picture, skimming across the plain with the speed
of the wind. After edging farther and fart her
from the horseman, two finally circled still
more so as to double on their own trail. They
ran back toward the spot where they had been
grazing a short time before, only to be still
further terrified by Dick Brownell, who sent
them scurrying down the stream on a line
which, if followed, must carry them clear of
the grove. But the male, who was evidently
leader of the small family party, showed
an unwillingness to be driven in that fashion.
He bent his line of flight to keep out of the
way of the horseman trying so determinedly
to head him off, but he would neither turn
back nor veer so much as to follow the other
two that were making for the grove.
"I'll see whether you can't be stopped,"
muttered Bob, compressing his lips and urging
his steed to the utmost.
Never was the lad more astonished at the
speed of any animal than at that of the oryx.
With his head thrown back so that the points
of his long horns seemed to be resting on
his haunches, he fairly flew over the ground,
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his graceful legs doubling beneath his body
with a swiftness that rendered it almost impossible for the eye to perceive them.
Since his course converged with that of his
pursuer, the male steadily bore to the right,
while Bob rushed his pony still harder. He
was confident of interposing himself across
the path of the game until he found that, despite his desperate exertions, he was bound to
fall short after all. When fifty feet separated
pursuer and fugitive, the oryx shot by like an
arrow discharged from a bow.
Immediately the course of the youth became
parallel to that of the fleeing animal and
though his steed was doing his best, he steadily fell to the rear.
"I could shoot you easily enough, but I
won't," said Bob, slackening his pace, "for you
are too pretty to harm. I wonder whether
Jack could overhaul you with his mustang."
The lad kept up the pursuit a short distance
farther, more to compel the oryx to continue
its astounding speed than with any idea of
running it down; but the pony, seeing the
idleness of pursuit, voluntarily slackened its
pace until it drew down to a moderate gallop,
which soon ended in a halt.
The fugitive ran but a short distance
farther, when he came to a graceful stop,
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broadside to his pursuer, at whom he looked
with an exultant air, as if to say: ."Well,
young man, if you think you've got an an,imal
there that knows anything about running, I'm
ready to give him another lesson."
"I salute you," said Bob, raising his hat in
mock homage, "for you have done what I
didn't believe possible. But," .he added the
next minute, "look out or you will get into
trouble that you don't dream of."
The flight of the male had cafried him into
taller and ranker vegetation that rose to his
head. · A short distance beyond the stationary
animal Bob detected a movement which
showed that some other creature was in the
grass. He could not see distinctly enough to
identify- it, but it was evident that it had fixed
its attention on the oryx and meant to attack
him. The strange beast looked like a large
dog and was creeping so stealthily forward
that the oryx appeared to be unaware of his
danger.
Bob's sympathies were entirely with the
graceful creature and he was on the point of
raising his rifle to venture a shot in his behalf
when he saw it was too late. The beast that
was stealing upon the oryx was a spotted
hyena, such as are found only in South Africa.
But a few paces separated it from its intended
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victim, when Bob descried the animal crouching low in the grass to escape observation.
He wondered that the gemsbok failed to
see his danger, though judging from what
, •.
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The hyena, landed on the points of both horn3 which, slid into
his body as if they were daggers.

followed, it is not improbable he had descried
it before the horseman.
At the moment the latter was in the act of
raising his rifle, the hyena moved forward
several paces with extraordinary quickness
and leaped at the oryx, which was standing
with his head turned away.
Escape was impossible, but at the instant
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the hyen a rose in the air, the oryx seemed to
brace his legs firmly and, witho ut shift ing
position, gave a single back ward flirt of his
head. The hyena landed on the points of both
horns, which slid into his body as if they were
daggers, as indeed they wete.
Before the assai lant could make use of his
claws, .the oryx by a dexterous flirt shook him
off his crimsoned horn s and, lea ping back a
few feet, lowered his head and with one bound
drove the fearf ul weapons again into his side.
The hyena was dying before the second strok e
was delivered thoug h he struc k venomously
at the oryx, which easily avoided him and,
stand ing back, lowered his head once more.
But he did not advance again, seeing there
was no call to do so.
Bob Marshall's admi ratio n deepened. It
seemed to him, when the oryx was -in full
flight, that he was the most harmless of
animals. Indeed, so he was, but he had
proven what he could do when forced to defend himself. Stand ing erect, with the blood
dripping from his grace ful horn s towe ring so
far above his head, he became an object of
respect.
As the animal now confr onted Bob Marshall, he saw a dang er which he had not
suspected up to that moment. Wha t would
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become of him, or rather his steed, if the beast
should charge·? The antelope had already
demonstrated his superiority in speed,. so that
the pony could not escape by flight, and a
single thrust of those bony swords would be
fatal.
"There's one weapon, however, that beats
his," added the youth, following his train of
thought. "If he attacks, I will meet him with
a few charges from my gun and they will stop
• him before he can reach us."
It was fortunate, therefore, for this particular oryx that though his blood was roused
and he was quite ready to assail the hunter
from whom he had fled in such fright a few
minutes before, he decided to leave him and
his animal alone, provided they returned the
compliment.
Bob, however, kept an eye to windward as
he rode off to join his friends, not feeling .
secure against a demonstration until a long
distance separated him from the oryx. But
the latter, after holding his ground a few
minutes, turned away as though he had forgotten the recent stirring incidents as well as
the fact that the members of his family had
become pretty well separated during the
flurry.
Looking toward the grove, Bob descried
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Dick, who had halted a short distance from it
and was evidently awaiting him. Nothing of
the other oryxes was seen and the youth was
unce rtain whet her they had plunged into the
grove to stir up matt ers with Jack Harvey, or
had made their escape long before.
Dick, as may be supposed, was deeply interes ted in the story his cousin had to tell.
"Something has taken, or is takin g place in
the wood," he remarked, "and from what you
have related, I shouldn't wonder if Jack has
found his contr act bigge r than he thought.
Let's find out."

CHAPTER IX
THE HORNS OF A DILEMMA

THE young hunters struck an easy gallop
toward the grove of timber whither they had
driven a couple of oryxes for Jack Harvey to
capture.
Despite their confidence in the Texan's
bravery and skill, they were not without some
misgiving, based on the natural mistake anyone was liable to make respecting the graceful, fleet-footed animals that know how to use
their horns so well. This uneasiness was
suddenly increased by what took place while
they were yet some distance from the timber.
One of the creatures dashed into sight, leaping
and cavorting in the most extraordinary ·
manner. It seemed to be standing on its hind
legs, then balancing itself on its front ones,
whirling around, darting hither and thither
and, in fact, disporting itself like an oryx gone
clean daft.
There was a hint of the cause of this frantic
performance, for the sombrero of Jack
Harvey was pierced through the top by both
horns, and it had slid down to their base,
133
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where it had settled over the pretty eyes of
the creature.
The oryx was in the situation of a man that
has a hat jammed inextricably over his face,
and its wild performances were with a view to
relieving itself of the exaspe rating annoyance,
which seemed to baffle its frantic efforts.
About all it could do was to strike at it with
its fore feet and flirt its head. Several times
the hat with its rattlesn ake band appeared to
rise a short way up the supports, as if about
to part company with them, but settled back
in place and resisted every attemp t to dislodge it.
But for the serious phase of this performance, the boys would have made the wood ring
with laughter, for a funnier exhibition cannot
be imagined; but they were too much alarmed
about the Texan.
"I am afraid he has been gored by the gemsbok," said Bob in a scared voice, "and is in
need of help, if indeed he is not killed."
"There is little time to lose," added Dick, as
much terrified as his cousin. "We'll leave our
ponies here and stop just long enough to capture this animal, which looks like a female."
On reaching the other side of the grove,
where he had stopped to secure one of the
oryxes, Jack Harvey had dismounted and left
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_his musta ng at the farthe r boundary. The
interv ening trees and vines were sufficient to
shut out all view of the plain on which the
animals were feeding. Knowing the timid
nature of the antelope kind, he deemed it
necessary to keep himself and horse out of
sight as long as he could.
By leaving his steed, he was invisible to the
approaching -creatu res until they should penetrate the grove for at least half its width.
The density of the timbe r render ed it almost
impossible to use the pony to advan tage in
captur ing any animal within the wood~ Consequently it was wise, in more than one sense,
to follow the course he adopted.
The Texan paused, lasso in hand, with rifle
slung over his back, about a dozen yards from
the edge of the timber which the gemsboks
were approaching. He stood behind the trunk
of a tree, which hid his entire body, and
peeped out at the plain where the game were
feeding.
He saw the scatte ring of the drove and
followed Bob Marshall with his eyes as he
chased the large male to the westward, and
noted the break that two others made for the
strip of land between the grove and the river.
The next minute he perceived that a couple
were heading towar d the spot where he was
10
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standing, and were quite sure to pass within
reach.
· "That suits me," he said to himself. "I only
wish they would come close enough to lasso
both at the same time."
The Texan had not long to wait. The
pretty creatures approached at a swift gallop,
the male leading the dainty female by a few
paces, and entered the grove at a point which
would bring both within a biscuit's toss of
where he was standing.
Whizz!
At the critical moment the loop oropped
over the long horns of the male, and Jack
quickly coiled the other end round a sapling
at his elbow. The oryx was checked so suddenly that he was thrown to the ground with
considerable force. Before he could rise, his
captor was kneeling over him with one of the
horns grasped in either hand. He was afraid
the noose would slip along the smooth length
and allow the animal to free himself and
dash off.
The instant his muscular hands closed
around the glossy horns at the base, Jack
gained a vivid idea of the capacity of those
weapons to do harm. They felt warm at the
base, as though throbbing with the vitality of
the owner, which continued his fierce effort to
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rise to his feet. Not only that, but he tried
to strike his enemy with the horns, curving
his nose between his fore legs and flirting the
weapons outward. His position, however,
prevented any effectiveness, and Jack found
no difficulty in holding his advantage.
That his precaution was·wise was proved by
the fact that the moment he seized the horns, the
noose which had closed tightly around the base
slipped half way to the tips. Had the horns
been spiral, or had they spread at the top,
they would have formed an excellent support for the lasso, but I have referred to their
perfect similarity and evenness, which would
have made it easy for the oryx to slide_the
rope off, had he been free to make the attempt.
Holding the beautiful head flat against" the
earth, Jack whipped the noose over the fore
leg of the prisoner, where, by drawing it taut,
he could hold him fast against all struggles.
The flesh was yielding and the irregular contour of the limb prevented the rope being
·
shaken off.
for the
simple
been
have
The task would
cowboy, but for an unexpected interruption.
At the moment the male was thrown, the
female whisked by in full flight. The sight
of the mishap of her mate, however, brought
her to a sudden stop and, wheeling about

INSTANTLY THE FEMALE FORGOT HER HELPLESS PARTNER AND
BEGAN FRANTIC EFFORTS TO DISENTANGLE THE
HAT FROM HER HORNS.
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with her head aloft, she stared wonderingly at
the scene.
With more devotion than most animals
would have shown under such trying circumstances, she rushed to the help of her overturned lord. Jack noticed her dancing around
and preparing to gore him. He saw that she
must be given attention if he wished to save
himself from exceedingly unpleasant consequences. But he did not dare rise from the
ground until he had the male fast, for he was
determined to hold him at all hazards. The
necessity of keeping an eye on both made this
difficult. He could have ended the trouble by
killing the fem ale with one of his revolvers,
but her affection for her companion gave him
the hope that he might also secure her. At the
moment the latter lowered her head with
the intention of goring him, he snatched off
his sombrero and tossed it toward her, intending to bewilder her until he could secure the
male. His skill with the lasso enabled him to
drop the hat in place, and the upward flirt
which she gave at the same moment sent the
points of the horns through the crown, the hat
sliding down to the base and veiling the
lustrous eyes of the lady.
"That's rough on my old sombrero," said
Jack, laughing at the success of his essay, "but
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I don't believe she will hurt it past mending,
which wouldn't be the case with me if she
should jam those confounded horns through
my body."
Instantly the female forgot her helpless
partner and began frantic efforts to disentangle the hat from her horns. She pranced
about, now on her hind feet and then on her
fore ones. She inflicted more than one severe
bruise on herself by striking the trees and
branches about her, and quickly emerged on
the open plain, where her grotesque performances attracted the wonderment of Bob Marshall and Dick Brownell.
It took Jack Harvey but a few moments to
secure the male, when he stepped back and
allowed him to rise. He bounded to his feet
as nimbly as an acrobat and, dropping his
head, plunged at the astonished Texan, who
leaped behind the large trunk just in time to
escape the charge. Instead of giving up the
effort, the oryx followed Jack, who never
traveled around a tree so quickly in all his
life. Fortunately this performance speedily
"wound up" the animal, else the Texan might
have received more than one sharp puncture.
"While you're unwinding," he said, "I'll
take a look at my sombrero; that is, if enough
is left to look at."

ANIMAL STORIES

141

Reaching the edge of the wood, he saw that
Bob and Dick had also dismounted and, leaving their horses free, were trying to capture
the cavorting female.
"Look out for her horns!" he called, observing that they were trying to get near enough
to seize her.
"Don't fear for us," replied Bob, who, like
his companion, was immeasurably relieved to
see their friend unharmed.
"I'm obliged to you for your efforts to save
my hat, but I don't want you to run too much
risk. Shall I lend a hand?"
"Attend to your own animal and leave us
alone-"
While the words were in the lad's mouth, he
made a sudden bound and grasped one horn
of the female, Dick instantly doing the same
on the other side. It was no easy task for
their united strength to hold her captive, and,
had she not been well-nigh exhausted from her
struggles, she might have escaped. Dick
whipped off the troublesome hat and flung it
aside for its owner. The instant the female
saw her captors, she renewed her resistance
_and for a minute or two it was an even thing,
but the youths were plucky and held on till
she surrendered.
Jack ran forward, picked up his hat, and
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went back to attend to his own prize.
He found him pretty well subdued, though
he stamped and lowered his head in a threatening manner for some minutes. Finally,
seeing he was worn out, the captor released
him from the fastening and whistled for his
mustang to follow him.
The steed came forward, causing another
panic on the part of the oryx. He made no
move, however, against Jack, who speedily led
him out on the plain where a brief consultation was held with the youths, , who were
grimly holding fast to their prize.
It was decided to leave the ponies to follow
them to camp, while the three gave their undivided attention to the prisoners. Bob
walked on the right, grasping one horn, while
Dick did the same on the left. Jack Harvey
kept close to the head of the male so as to
seize his weapons should he become obstreperous.
The return to camp was tiresome, but it
was reached without mishap, and the two
prizes were safely placed in a portion of the
stockades reserved for captives.
Meanwhile Mr. Godkin and Pongo pursued
their southeast ward course and had not gone
far when they discerned a denizen of the most
frightful kind, in the shape of an immense
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boa-constrictor, coiled around the limbs of a
tree so close to the plain that they sheered to
the left to avoid tempting him to make a dart
at them.
The director had no thought of attempting
to capture any such specimen as that for my
exhibition, but he paused and debated with
his assistant whether they should give it a
shot or two. Standing at a safe distance, the
white man could have riddled its head with
ball without any risk to himself, but he did not
care to do so, preferring that Bob Marshall
and Dick Brownell should see the monstrous
reptile before disposing of it.
·
This conclusion was hastened by the sight
of a drove of zebras grazing and frisking at
the base of the hill from which the party had
taken their observation of the surrounding
country. A second glance showed there was
at least one colt among them, and Mr. Godkin
was hopeful that, by careful maneuvering,
they might be able to make it and its mother
captives, somewhat after the manner of the
taking of the giraffes, though in the present
case they had no prospect of the use of Jack
Harvey's lasso.
You are so familiar with the zebra, that I
am sure you will not expect me to give a description of them. You have seen its black
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and white stripes, with the same colored rings
around its legs. The quagga is brown, with
black stripes, and with white belly and legs,
while the animal known as Burchell's zebra
differs from the ordinary kind only in having
white legs.
There was nothing to be feared in attacking
these animals, which are among the most
harmless in South Africa, though almost untamable. Their peculiar appearance renders
them interesting members of any exhibition,
and Mr. Godkin would not have felt his work
finished until he had secured at least one
specimen.
"You see the dam with her foal?" he said to
Pongo, as they drew near the drove, which did
not notice their approach until they were
quite close. "We must separate her from the
rest and drive her to camp."
The Bushman nodded to signify he understood and was prepared to give all the help
he could. Striking their animals into a
sharp gallop, they headed directly for the
drove.
The female zebra, with her young, was at
the rear busily cropping the grass, while her
colt helped itself to maternal nourishment,
flirting its tail, jamming its head, and frisking
about the parent in a way that, now and then,
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called forth a protesting whinny or kick,
which, however, inflicted no hurt.
It was curious that the colt was the first to
discover the presence of the strangers. Suddenly it looked toward them, with the milk
dripping from its black muzzle, and with such
a comical expression that even the glum
Bushman smiled.
The youngster emitted no cry, probably not
knowing enough to give the alarm, but the
whole drove were startled the next moment by
the tramp of the ponies' hoofs and the sight
of the horsemen bearing down upon them. Up
went every head, and away they galloped,
taking exactly the contrary course from that
desired by the sportsmen.
The zebras showed considerable speed and
would have led the pursuers on a smart chase
but for the colt, which, being unable to run as
fast as the others, soon fell behind. The
mother, of course, kept it company, showing a
natural solicitude for its safety.
This was what Mr. Godkin wanted and what
he had counted upon. When an opening of
several rods appeared between the couple- and
the rest of the drove, he and Pongo forced
their horses between and turned the heads of
the parent and colt in the opposite direction.
This was to the south of the elevation, and, if
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it could be continued long enough, would lead
to camp. But it was not to be hoped that the
zebras would keep the course after descrying
the peril in front; they could not be taken
without the help of the friends there.
Circling round the hill, the horsemen had to
ride but a short distance when they came in
full sight of the camp. By that time the
Texan and the lads had arrived with their
oryxes, and were quick to discover the chance
to secure new prizes.
Jack~showed an instant perception of what
was needed. A large gap was made in one
side of the stockade, at the farthest portion from the camp, the natives moving hastily
from the spot. Then Jack, Bob and Dick
vaulted into their saddles and spread out on
the plain to help drive the zebras into the inclosure. This proved anything but an easy
task for it was not to be expected that any
wild animal would willingly a pp roach a place
like the encampment of the hunters. The
mother snuffed the air, pricked up her ears,
looked right and left, stopped short, and then
started at a brisk trot over her own trail, the
colt following closely at her heels for even in
her fright she accommodated her gait to that
of her offspring. But she had time to go only
a short distance when she was confronted by

THE MOTHER STARTED THITHER WITH THE YOUNG ONE STILL AT
HER HEELS.
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Pongo, who swung his arms and shouted so
hard that she quickly shifted her course, only
to find her path barred this time by Mr. Godkin, who disported himself like a frantic
person.
Once more the zebra -headed for camp,
approaching quite close, but the sight was too
terrify ing and she wheeled with such a determined effort to flank the shouting Bushman
that she would have succeeded, despite his
efforts, except for the opportune appearance
of Bob Marshall and Jack Harvey,' who were
riding so near togethe r that the way was
closed. By this time the zebra was panic
stricken and seemed to forget about her colt in
her wild desire to extrica te herself from the
snare into which she had run.
Jack had his lasso in hand, . but it looked
as .if the capture could be completed withou t
that, though he was ready to use it at any
time.
The only way open was that leading to the
inclosure, and the mother started thither with
the young one still at her heels. She saw the
opening but showed renewed misgiving as
she neared it. While still several yards off she
stopped short, snuffed, and shook her head as
if to say she could not be fooled.
This was a critical moment.
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"All together!" called Mr. Godkin, and the
five horsemen bore down on the hesitating
animal with such shouts and outcries that she
bounded forward and the next minute she and
her little one were safe within the stockade.

CHAPTER X
"ONE-TWO -THREE!"

director having assured himself of the
security of the newest captives, Bob Marshall,
Dick Brownell, Mr. Godkin and Pongo set off
in the direction of the jungle where they had
seen the enormous boa-constrictor, and all
were in high spirits.
"How do they catch the snakes that we see
in museums?" asked Dick while they were still
some distance from the wood.
"It is not difficult for those who understand
the business," replied the director. "I have
taken a hand in capturing several in India.
You have only to wait until they are in a
torpid condition from gqrging themselves,
then slip up and fling a blanket over their
heads. At the same time a strong net can be
used, and a little dexterity will secure the
reptile without much trouble."
"Did you ever try chloroform?" asked Bob.
"No; although I do not see why it might not
be turned to good account."
"Some years ago," remarked Bob, "when I
was in New York, a big snake that a man was
THE

11

151

152

ANIMAL STORIES

wheeling in a box was set free by the upsetting of the barrow in the City Hall Park.
You ought to have seen the people scatter,
though I don't think any of them got out of the
way quicker than I did. There was a panic
for a time, until .one of the trained men from
Reiche's place in the Bowery appeared, threw
a blanket over the . snake's head, and then
easily lifted him into the box."
"I once asked Mr. Reiche the size of the
· biggest snake he ever had," said Dick, "and he
told me eighteen feet. I judge from what you
have said that if we find the one you saw this
forenoon, we shall look upon a much larger
one."
"You will indeed; too large for any company of men to think of capturing, though I
have felt inclined more than once, despite my
dislike of the reptiles, to secure one. We
have no chloroform with us, so we cannot try
the experiment you speak of, and on the whole
I think we'll give that class of curiosities the
go-by." ·
"I hope so," replied Dick, "for to my way of
thinking, they would form the one disagreeable feature of our menagerie."
Before reaching the immediate neighborhood of the spot where the boa-constrictor had
been seen, all four dismounted. Pongo took

ANIMAL STORIES

153

the lead and, remembering the place well, went
straight to it but to the disappointment of all,
the reptile was not in sight.
"He can't be far off," said Mr. Godkin, f oil owing the native among the trees, "and we
shall soon find him."
Despite the director's warnings, the Bushman walked so fast that he drew away from
them. Mr. Godkin was on the point of ordering him to return when a low whistle was
heard, and Pongo came back with such a
flurried appearance that all knew he had
located the constrictor.
"Me find him," said he. "Big fell ow-eat
horse-eat ox-eat us!"
·
"I hope he won't undertake all that," said
Bob with a laugh, glancing at his rifle.
"Since you have found him," said Mr.
Godkin, "you may lead the way, Pongo."
This suited the native, who willingly
assumed the duty of guide.
Only a short distance had been passed, in a
guarded fashion, the three fallowing close at
the fellow's heels, when he paused and pointed
up among the branches of one of the trees.
Following the direction with their eyes, our
friends looked upon an amazing sight.
The most enormous . boa-constrictor on
which they had ever gazed was coiled around
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the trunk at a height of less than thirty feet
from the ground. He was just above the spot
where a number of big branches put out in
different directions. He surrounded the tree
four or five times, while fully a dozen feet of
his body and head were extended along one
of the limbs.
The reptile was motionless from head to
tail, though if it chose it could have unwound
itself with great rapidity.
The four sportsmen stood for a minute,
gazing in silent a we.
"Did you ever see the like?" asked Bob.
"Never," replied Dick, "and I can't say that
I'm anxious to see it again."
"And yet there are plenty of them," remarked Mr. Godkin.
"Do you think it sees us?"
"Likely enough, for it is on the watch for
game, and they have a keen vision."
"Suppose it should unwind and come for
us?"
"It would be a good time to leave," was the
half jocular remark of Mr. Godkin; "but I
don't apprehend anything of the·kind, unless
we venture nearer."
The flat, hideous head was far out on the
branch, which bowed considerably under
the unusual weight.
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While the party were surveying the vast
reptile, the front of the head was observed to
rise a few inches, the base remaining on
the support. It looked as if he had espied the
parties below and was saying: "You'll do
very well; please come a little closer."
"Well, Mr. Godkin," said Bob, "shall we
try it?"
"Yes; the mark is so fair that we can't
miss."
"It seems impossible for a single bullet to
kill such an enormous creature as that," said
Dick, "but I suppose it will do so, if it is rightly
aimed."
"That is, at the head?" asked Boo.
"Yes, though there is the heart, which would
do as well, if we could only locate it. But we
will try the head, and we must shoot together
so as to give him a triple dose."
The preliminaries were quickly settled. It
was agreed that when Bob and Dick were sure
their aim was accurate they were to utter a
slight exclamation. Then Mr. Godkin would
count slowly and at the word "Three!" all
would pull trigger.
The b(?ys kept their bodies well hidden behind the broad trunk at their side, while Pongo
:watched the hunters with a vivid interest,
which possibly may be imagined.
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Carefully and coolly our friends pointed
their rifles ·at the head of the reptile. Holding
them stationary for a few seconds only, the
cousins softly spoke: "Now!"
"One-two-three!" .
The three reports sounded like one, and the
bullets tore their way clean through the constrictor's head, each taking a fatal course, and
only a few inches apart.
The monster did not stir for perhaps five
seconds. It must have been that that length
of time was required for it to discover that its
"time h3d come." All at once it was seen to

"Thirty-one feet, three inches.''
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be winding and unwinding its body with
lightning-like rapidity, whipping among the
branches with a fury that looked as if it must
splinter everything within reach.
"It may come this way," remarked Mr.
Godkin, who saw that it was gradually working toward the ground, where, when it arrived
and continued its struggles, it would be like
the piece of pyrotechny known as a "chaser,"
which darts in the most unexpected directions. The snake was liable to make a plunge
toward the spectators without meaning it but
in such an event the results were sure to be
disastrous.
Everyone moved nimbly back a couple of
rods, where the sight was partly obscured.
Observing this, Mr. Godkin again stepped forward, determined to miss nothing.
The terrific threshing lasted but a few minutes, when it gradually ceased and all became
still.
"I believe the creature is dead," said the
gentleman, stepping a little nearer and peering carefully through the undergrowth.
"Have a care!" admonished Bob. "You can
well afford to wait until certain."
The advice was good and was heeded. All,
however, went far enough to observe that the
reptile lay on the ground contorted and partly
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coiled and as motionless as when it was first
descried in the branches of the tree.
"He dead," said Pongo, who showed his
faith by going forwar d and kicking his body.
A nervous twitching of the tail caused the
others some misgiving, but there remained no
doubt that the boa-constrictor was lifeless.
The next wish after inspecting it was to
ascertain its length. This was rather difficult,
owing to its twisted posture on the ground,
but Pongo with some effort stretched the
snake at full length upon the ground, and Mr.
Godkin applied his tape measure from the tip
of the tail to the extremity of the head.
Shall I tell you the precise length?,
"Thirty-one feet, three inches."

CHAPTER XI
FUNNY VISITORS

IT was considerably past midnight an'd time

for a change of sentinels in the camp. Wart
and Adz were directed to crawl into one of the
wagons, while Pongo and Abdallah were
aroused to take their places. Jack Harve y
and Mr. Godkin gave way to Bob and Dick,
who had expressed the wish that they migh t
keep each other company.
Pongo and Abdallah paced back and forth
like professionals, while the boys, after
stirri ng the fire, sat down as Jack Harve y and
Mr. Godkin had in the earlie r portion of the
evening.
"I don't think we are likely to have any disturbance," remar ked Bob, "since everything
appea rs to be quiet. However, it won't do to
take anyth ing for grant ed in this country."
"I've no doubt that some of the natives have
had a look at the camp, and probably
have made up their minds that we are too well
prepa red to make it pay them to attack us." ·
"I noticed today," said Bob, "that the raft
which caused so much alarm is still lying
159
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against the bank, where it caught fast the
other day." ·
"From what I heard Mr. Godkin say, I think
he means to use it to take us across the river
so as to hunt in a new section after we have
harrowed over this one pretty well."
"There is plenty of game left. We haven't
had anything to do with elephants and I know
there are rhinoceroses and hippopotami not
far off."
"How can you be sure of that?"
"Pongo told me this evening that he had
. seen signs of both, and you know he isn't the
fell ow to make a mistake like that."
"The raft is likely then to come into use, at
any rate for hunting hippopota mi-helloa !
what's up?"
The question was caused by Pongo's hurried
approach, his manner showing that he had
made an importan t discovery. Abdallah remained at his post.
"What is it, Pongo ?" asked Bob Marshall,
half rising to his feet.
"Something out there in grass-thi nk they
wild men."
"If that's the case," said Dick, "we must
wake Mr. Godkin and Jack."
"Ain't sure," added the Bushman; "come
see."
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The boys, rifles in hand, followed their guide
to his station. As they did so they reflected
that they were exposing themselves recklessly, for the firelight must have shown them
clearly to anyone looking in the direction of
the camp, while the intruders themselves were
hidden in gloom. The boys noticed that their
guide led them to the side of the camp facing
the tall grass along the river.
"Don't go too far," whispered Bob, "for remember we are in plain sight of anyone in the
grass."
Pongo halted, and the three stood peering
into the obscurity.
Everything seemed quiet and motionless,
not the slightest object being in sight. But
Pongo was not the one to be misled, and the
cousins were as certain that danger lurked in
the vegetation as if they beheld it with their
own eyes.
The three had stood in the attitude of intense attention but a few minutes when a soft
rustling in the grass proved that the Bushman
was right; something was there.
"It seems strange," whispered Dick, "that
the wild men should betray themselves like
that."
"They haven't betrayed themselves as much
·
as we."
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"But they know-sh ! see there !"
The slightest possible glimpse was caught
of a head as it rose above the vegetation,
instantly dropping out of sight again.
There was just enough moonlight to enable
the watchers to trace the outlines which, dim
as they were, awakened the wonder of the
three by the fact that, instead of being covered
with a huge mass of bushy hair, the head
appeared to be bare and smaller than one of
their own.
Before anything was said about this peculiarity, the head popped up again, then another
and another arose, until fully half a dozen had
come to view, all going up and down like so
many jacks-in-the-box.
What did it mean?
Pongo was heard to laugh softly, and he
uttered one word which solved the mystery:
"Monkeys!"
A party of the creatures appeared to have
ventured out from the adjoining jungles with
the intention of investigating the encampment
that had been near them for several days.
Our friends had seen hundreds of monkeys
since entering Bechuana Land, but gave them
little attention because they considered it
more important to capture other game.
Monkeys are plentiful in many parts of the
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world (even the poor organ-grinders being
able to afford them), and they can be obtained
without difficulty. For this reason Mr. Godkin decided that none would be captured
unless they came upon some rare specimens.
"I guess it's safe to go back and sit down,"
remarked Dick Brownell with a laugh as he
turned about, followed by his companions.
"I wonder what has possessed them to pay
us a visit?" said Bob, as they resumed their
seats, Pongo returning to his station.
"Mischief; the monkey is the most mischievous creature in the world. They are
looking for sp·o rt and will get it, if possible,
before they leave."
"Look at them!"
As suddenly as if they had sprung from the
earth, fully twenty of the animals appeared at
the camp-fire. They were on all sides except
that under the immediate protection of Pongo
and Abdallah, and some showed a disposition
even to crowd them.
"They are not monkeys," said Dick, after
carefully studying them a minute or two.
"What are they?"
"Baboons; notice how large several of them
are. Their muzzles are elongated like a dog's,
and the hands and feet are short, with long
thumbs."
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"They have manes, too, and their tails end
in tufts of long hair. Yes, they are baboons,
but there's little difference after all, between
them and the regular style of monkeys."
"There's a funny looking one," added Bob.
His friend had noticed the animal before
his attention was directed to it. It was unusually large, and the abundant mane, instead
of being of a plain dark color, was oddly
flecked with white as though the creature
was becoming gray in spots.
The baboons were going through all sorts
of performances, hopping over each other,
running toward the fire as if they meant to
jump into it, scurrying off again into the high
grass, where, after being out of sight for a
few moments, they suddenly shot into view
once more, and then, standing still, some of
them indulged in the luxury of making
grimaces at the amused lads.
Nothing would have been easier than to
have opened a fusillade on the funny creatures
that would have quickly decimated them; but
nothing, at the same time, would have been
more cruel, and the youths had no idea of
anything of the kind.
Pongo and Abdallah scorned to pay attention to them. The animals were beneath their
notice, and the sentinels had more important
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business on hand than to give heed to them.
While the lads were trying to obtain a
better view of the odd-looking creature, he
vanished, as if conscious of the notice he had
attracted and anxious to escape it.
"I wouldn't mind capturing him if we had
the chance," said Bob, peering about in the
gloom; "but he is so big that I suppose he
would fight like a wildcat."
"If we onl~ had Jack's lasso and knew how
to throw it, it would . be easy enough-conf ound it!"
The youth made a frantic clutch at his hat,
which just then was whisked from his head as
deftly as any schoolboy ever performed the
trick. Bob broke into laughter, for he had
seen the spotted baboon sneaking up behind
his cousin and, suspecting his purpose, held his
peace.
The look of dismay on his companion's face
caused the glum Pongo to smile.
"Bring that back!" called Dick, half amused
and half angry. "That's the only hat I've
got, and we have a hot sun in this country."
The thief, on securing the trophy, had
scampered off among his companions, all of
whom now indulged in the liveliest of chattering as if delighted with the exploit.
"How shall I get that again?" queried Dick,
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surveying the fellow, who had halted a few
steps away as if to invite him to make the
attem pt..
The lad did not hesitate, but began
cautiously approaching the baboon, who held
his ground until he was almost within reach.
Then he slowly edged off. Dick made a quick
jump and shot out his hand. He came very
nigh catching the thief, but missed him by a
hair's breadth, and once more Bob and Pongo
laughed. Abdallah may have been amused,
but he failed to make it manifest.
''You'll have to run a race with him," remarke d Bob. "I don't think I would feel very
proud of letting a baboon steal my hat-h old
on!"
Off went Bob's headgear, snatched from his
possession by anoth er of the animals as cleverly as the first had performed the feat for his
cousin.
It was Dick's turn to laugh, and you may be
sure he did so with as hearty mirth as he ever
enjoyed in all his life.
Both boys were bareheaded, with little
appar ent chance of recovering their property.
"That beats everything," was the rueful exclamation of Bob Marshall. "I expected an
attem pt of the kind but was sure I couldn't be
outwitted."
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"There's one way we can secure our hats,"
added Dick, who was on the point of losing his
temper; "and that is to shoot the thieves, and
I'll do it, too, if we don't get them pretty soon."
"They only mean it for fun, and we won't
shoot them unless we have to. Watch me
while I go for this fellow."
The baboon that had stolen Bob's property
w~s smaller than the other thief but seemed
more venturesome. Halting less than a rod
distant, the impudent fell ow reached out the
trophy, chattering and making the funniest
grimaces as if inviting the owner to try to
regain it.
Bob imitated his cousin's tactics -but,·taking
lesson from his failure~ sought to get closer
before snatching it back again~ The creature
allowed him to come quite near and instead of
making a quick grab at it, the youth slowly
extended his hand in the hope of throwing
him off his guard. But the animal was not to
be deceived that way. As the hand advanced,
that of the baboon receded and the distance
between the two was not diminished. Suddenly, as Bob was on the very point of darting
his fingers after it, the thief had the impudence to turn squarely around and begin walking off with a mincing gait, glancing over his
shoulder at the discomfited youngster in a way
1.2
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that tantalized him beyond endurance.
"Take that, then!"
Bob made one bound and, concentrating all
his strength in his right leg, delivered a
kick, which, had it landed, would have lifted
the animal several feet in the air. But the
creature was too nimble to permit the boot to
land. He hopped out of the way, and the kick
was so tremendous that Bob's foot shot upward, lifting him clear off the ground and
dropping him on his b~ck with a resounding
thump.
Dick Brownell sank down, so overcome with
mirth that for the moment he could hardly
stand.
I am sorry to say that Bob lost his temper,
though I think that you or I would have done
the same if in his situation. He brought his
gun to his shoulder with the intention of shooting the animal that was having such sport at
his expense. Before he could aim, however,
Dick sprang up and, grasping the barrel,
turned it aside.
"They ·only mean it for fun and we won't
shoot them unless we have to," said he, quoting the remark Bob made only a minute
before.
"But this is carrying a joke too far,"
growled his cousin. "How are we going to
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get our hats without shooting the thieves?
And, if we have got to shoot them, what's the
use of waiting?"
"You have read the story of the·trader who
went to sleep under a tree with a lot of caps
beside him and, when he awoke, found that a
number of monkeys had stolen them all, and
were frolicking among the branches of the
trees overhead."
"What did he do?"
"He chased them till he got mad, and then
spitefully threw down the only hat he had
left. The monkeys did the same and he got
back all his property."
"And you propose that we try the scheme?"
"Yes."
"How can we do it when we haven't a hat
left?"
"Almost anything will answer. I'll fling
down my knife as though I am disgusted,
which is the fact, and maybe they will do the
same with our hats."
Drawing his large knife from the belt of
his waist, Dick slammed it on the ground,
while the two watched to see its effect on the
baboons.
The spotted animal kept his distance and
made no motion by way of imitating the
action. The smaller one, that had removed
12
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Bob's hat, ran nimbly forward as if h~ in~
tended to lay the trophy at the foot of Dick.
Such, however, was not his purpose. He
meant to secure possession of the knife also.
But he was just a bit too eager. He ventured
so close that before he could withdraw, Dick
had seized him by the arm. The captive
emitted a number of sharp screams and began
biting and scratching with such fierceness that
Dick administered a couple of sound cuffs and
allowed him to scamper off, though not until
he had regained his prize.
The other baboons uttered similar cries and
danced about in such excitement that it looked
as if they were about to attack .the youth who
had laid violent hands on one of their number.
The quick release of the captive, however,
averttd that unpleasant turn of affairs.
"There!" exclaimed Dick, catching up the
hat and throwing it toward his cousin, "I got
your property for you, and you ought to get
mine for me."
"I'll be only too glad to do so, if I have the
chance."
"I don't think flinging down anything we
can lay hold of will help matters. The others
didn't venture near and I don't believe that
fellow would have tried it if he had taken
second or two to consider the matter."
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During these stirring incidents, Pongo and
Abdallah kept their beat, though they stopped
several times in tramping back and forth to
survey the scene.
It is remarkable how closely a lot of
monkeys or baboons will imitate the antics
of a number of mischievous boys.
Having failed to catch the spotted-maned
thief, Dick Brownell refrained from repeating his attempt in that form. He stood
still, meditating whether any plan except
the hard one of shooting the pilferer would
answer.
The latter, noticing him standing thus, now
began to coax him to venture again. He
walked slowly toward him, holding out the hat
as if saying that the youth need but to stretch
forth his hand to take it.
"Stand quiet," said Bob in a low voice, "and
see how close he will come."
Dick followed the suggestion. The baboon
halted a few steps off but the lad, looking sideways at- him, never stirred a muscle. The
creature came still closer, but remained just
beyond reach. Without shifting his feet, he
leaned over and _extended his paw a little
farther.
Dick was tempted to spring at him, but hie
cousin warned him to wait.

HALTING LESS THAN A ROD DISTANT, THE IMPUDENT FELLOW
REACHED OUT THE TROPHY.
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The baboon seemed to realize he stood on
the very "death line" and that it would not do
to venture an inch nearer. He leaned as far
as he could with the extended hat, grimacing
and chattering in a way that would have
exasperated a person less cool than Dick
Brownell. Still the animal went no nigher,
though he seemed on the point of risking it
more than once, and still Dick, in obedience to
Bob's counsel; stirred not.
At this critical juncture several of the
baboons that were attentively watching
the scene seemed to lose their patience. One of
them sneaked behind the spotted thief and
with a view of ending the "deadlock," gave
him a slight shove.
It is not easy to push down such a nimble
creature as a baboon, but this one was so
nicely balanced that he toppled over at the
feet of Dick.
"Now's your time!" called Bob.
No need of the cry. Dick pounced upon the
knave like a flash and snatched the hat from
his grasp. Throwing it to his cousin to guard
for him, he hurled the baboon to the ground
and endeavored to pin him fast as a prize for .
The Greatest Show on Earth. But the contract proved rather extensive. It was a
strong animal, and he fought like a tiger,
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using his claws with such vigor that he inflicted considerable damage. But Dick was
plucky and held on.
The other baboons became frantic. Their
champion was in the grasp of an enemy and
fighting, as may be said, for his life. They
chattered and ran back and forth, making
demonstrations toward the youth which were
sure to turn very soon into a savage attack
upon him.
Events moved swiftly, but it must not be
supposed that Bob and the two natives remained idle during the perilous struggle of
their friend. They saw his danger and lost no
time in running to his help.
They were not a moment too soon. The
other animals began closing around the combatants, when the three reached the spot,
where they applied feet and hands with
such vigor that the assailants were hurled
right and left. The tumult by this time
had roused Mr. Godkin and Jack Harvey,
who s_crambled from their quarters and
rushed forward to take a hand in the disturbance. •
Dick Brownell was a skillful wrestler, and
he was making a good fight with his contestant. They were on the ground and the
lad had twisted one leg around the lower
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limbs of the baboon so as to hold them motionless. He had also secured a grip about the
arms, as they may be called, which were so
imprisoned that the owner could make no use
of them.
But the lad's danger was from the teeth of
his fierce foe, which made such efforts to bite
him that it was hard work to protect his face
and at the same time hold the claws motionless.
"I've got him!" called the brave youth, seeing his friends around him, "and he won't get
away, either!"
"We can leave you alone, if you enjoy it so
much," said Mr. Godkin with a laugh, "but I
reckon we'd better interfere."
With the help of the men, it was an easy
matter to secure the obstreperous baboon.
His legs, both fore and aft, were tied as
though his captors were handcuffing an ordinary malefactor, and he could only screech
his rage and helplessness. His companions
continued running and capering about, but the
company had assumed too formidable proportions for them to assault, glad as they would
have been to help their leader.
"We've got a cage that will just fit this
fellow," said Mr. Godkin, "and he is no insignificant prize."
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Five minutes later the big baboon was
safely lodged in a strong structure, his fate
being another illustration of the truth that
the way of the transgre ssor is hard.

CHAPTER XII
THE RHINOCEROS HUNTERS

day brought stirring adventure to the
expedition, and the number of captives in
the stockade steadily increased, to the keen
satisfaction of Mr. Godkin. But it was Diedrick who made the discovery which turned the
efforts of the .party into a new channel.
The native had been left in charge of the
camp one day and had gone to the top of
the nearest elev~tion to scan the couµtryside
when he caught sight of an animal at no great
distance, in the tall grass along the river,
which he believed to be a rhinoceros. Since
Mr. Godkin had announced but a short time
before that he was ready to give his attention
to that species of game, Diedrick's discovery
thrilled the entire party, for the ensuing hunt
might easily prove the most thrilling they
would experience. Rhinoceros hunting, as
you may know, is attended not only with great
danger, but is so delicate and difficult that
many a failure has been made by veteran
hunters who have bagged all other kinds of
game.
EACH
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Before telling you about the perilous adventures in which our friends became involved, I must give you some idea of the work
they undertook.
In the first place, there are four varieties
of rhinoceros found in South Africa. They
are known as the borele, or black rhinoceros,
the keitloa, or two-horned black species, the
mochocho, or ordinary white rhinoceros, and
the kobaoba, or long-horned white rhinoceros.
The black species is smaller than the others,
but is tenfold fiercer and more dangerous.
The Asiatic rhinoceros is smaller than the
African, has his hide in looser folds, and two
.of the species have but a single horn.
The square-nosed white rhinoceros is the
largest known. He is not white in color, but
shows a dirty resemblance to that hue. They
have been found eighteen feet in length, and
I have known them to be with a circumference
still greater.
Set not in the bone, but in the skin of its
blunt nose, is the horn, sharp, hard, curved,
and more than a yard long. Just behind this
is a smaller horn, but equally sharp and hard.
The eyes of . the beast are very small, its
ears are long, and tipped with scrubby
bristles, and its sense of hearing and smell is
so acute that it is almost useless for a hunter
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to approach him from the windward. Besides this, despite its enormous bulk (the
rhinoceros ranks next to the elephant in size),
he is so swift of foot that it takes an unusually
good steed to overtake him.
The long-horned white rhinoceros is the
rarer of the two and is found far in the interior and mainly to the eastward of the
Limpopo. Many of them have horns four
feet in length, curving forward, while the
horn of the mochocho bends backward and is
rarely more than two-thirds the length of the
other. A survey of the head and front of one
of these creatures will satisfy you that he
holds the championship for ugliness in the
way of looks.
The Javanese rhinoceros is not so bulky as
the Indian species, and has longer legs. It is
mischievous, but less dangerous than those I
have named.
When I add that the rhinoceros is nocturnal
in his habits, that he is a terrible fighter when
aroused, and that he has one of the most alert
of small birds to warn him of danger, you will
admit there are many obstacles to success in
hunting him.
Mr. Godkin decided that he and Pongo
would stay behind, leaving the cousins and
Jack Harvey to prosecute the hunt with only
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Diedrick as their companion. The director

said he would accompany them on the morrow, leaving the inference that he had no
faith in their meeting with success before that
time.
The preparations for the hunt were quickly
completed. Jack Harvey, I need not say,
carried his lasso with him, though there was
little probability of any chance for its use.
Bob Marshall had borrowed the glasses of
Mr. Godkin, for they were likely to do them
service.
The first proceeding was to ride to the elevation from which the riative had seen what he
believed was the rhinoceros. Diedrick remembered the exact spot and at once turned
his eyes in that direction. He was gazing
toward a portion of the broad stream which
swept by the camp, and between him and the
water was a tall, dense growth of grass. Every
eye followed the course Diedrick pointed out,
and the glasses were freely used, but nothing
could be discovered of the animal, though, as
a matter of course, there were many places
where a score of such beasts might have been
concealed beyond detection. It was the fact
that the brute was in motion which had revealed him to the African.
"There's but one thing to do,'~ said Dick
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Brownell. "We have set out to hunt for a
rhinoceros, artd we have got to hunt him. We
haven't reason to believe he means to hunt us."
"I don't suppose he is a great way from
where he was seen," remarked Bob, "for he
won't move around much until night time."
"Come ahead," said ,Tack Harvey, giving
trein to his horse. "We'll go straight for the
rspot, and we'll know inside of half an hour'
~hether the critter is there or not."
The hunters had but a comparatively short
distance to·ride when they dashed into the tall
grass, amid which grew a great deal of the
native rice, of- which the hippopotamus as well
as the rhinoceros is so fond. The ponies of
necessity slackened their pace for, knowing
how quick the big game is to detect danger,
the time had come for the exercise of extreme
caution.
Conscious that the proceedings had now
reached a stage in which the Hottentot was
the most competent director, Jack Harvey fell
to the rear with the boys, all preserving
silence, and the three keeping sharp watch of
their native leader. ·All at once Diedrick
raised his hand as a signal for the others to
halt. Just in front the grass, which was five
or six feet in height, became more dense and
abundant. . The party could see but a short
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distance, and of course it was beyond the
power of the native to discern anything that
was not manifest to his friends.
Several minutes passed, during which all
were silent and listening. Diedrick . then
turned and explained that while he saw nothing, he was of the belief that more than one of
the animals was close to them. A gentle wind
was blowing from that point which was fortunate for the hunters, since, were · the direction different, the sagacious beast would be
quick to scent his danger.
Diedrick proposed that he and one of the
boys should make a circuit, which would take
them around to a point a half mile away.
Then, if any rhinoceros was between the
parties, he would discover his danger and
make off toward those in waiting, who, if·they
used ordinary discretion, would gain a chance
of bringing down some of the gigantic game.
This understanding was scarcely reached
when a small bird suddenly rose from the
grass at a distance of less. than a hundred
yards and, darting straight up in the air, gave
utterance to a sharp, peculiar note that could
be heard a long way off.
The Hottentot muttered impatiently in his
own language as he faced about to explain the
cause of his anger.
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The bird which had just arisen was the
buphaga africana, or rhinoceros bird, the most
devoted and faithful friend of the rhinoceros.
It constantly attends the beast, feeding on the
insects which infest its muddy hide. While
thus employed it is on the lookout for enemies
of the animal. The instant it detects the
approach of the hunter it flies above the beast,
uttering the sharp cries which he understands
at once. Many hunters claim that if the
rhinoceros happens to be asleep when danger
appears, the little friend will peck the inside
of his ears until he awakens.
In the present instance the party had come
almost upon one of the animals without
suspecting it. Indeed, the advance was so
cautious that the vigilant bird did not discover
them until it was almost too late; but it made
up for its remissness. It did not rise more
than fifty feet from the ground, when it
descended and circled about in great excitement, all the time emitting the cries of warning. The horsemen could not see the rhinoceros but he was plainly heard as he went
crashing through the grass with a speeµ
which the best steed would find it hard to surpass when impeded by the luxuriant vegetation.
"Let's dash into the grass and charge upon
13
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him," proposed Dick, when told that they were
so close to the brute. But the Texan shook
his head.
"The fell ow can travel faster than we, and
that bird will keep him warned all the while,
so we won't get within gun-shot of him."
"Then we might as well turn back and give
up," said Bob; "and I should like to know
what warrant we had, in the first place, to
expect any success in hunting rhinoceroses?"
"Others have brought them down; therefore we may succeed. It isn't every rhinoceros that is furnished with such a bird to
'give warning when danger threatens. Let us
hear what Diedrick has to propose."
The Hottentot made known that he and the
parties .whom he conducted through the grass
and jungles had often been .baffled in the same
manner by the vigilance of the little bird, but
where the hunters numbered three or four,
he had succeeded in outwitting the feathered
sentinel by a simple device.
What he suggested, as I have said, was that
while two of the company stayed where they
were, the others should carefully work around
to the opposite side of the game and thus
induce it to flee toward those in waiting.
The arrangemen t was that Diedrick and
Bob Marshall should attempt the difficult task
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of reaching a point on the other side of the
rhinoceros, while Jack and Dick should stay
where they were with the expectation, or
rather hope, that the game would thus be
forced within reach of their guns.
Accordingly the two friends named turned
their horses' heads to the right and began the
long circuit, which sober second thought, as it
struck Bob, convinced him was more likely to
fail than to succeed.
The grass continued abundant and in some
places it was no light work for the animals to
force their way through. Diedrick rode a
short distance in advance, leaning forward
and peering right and left, like an Indian trying to steal his way through an enemy's lines.
The route taken by the Hottentot was considerably more than half a mile. The sameness of their surrounding s prevented Bob
from keeping the points of the compass clear,
but the slight breeze blowing enabled him to
tell when the final turn was made and they
were advancing straight toward their friends
whom they had left behind.
After penetrating a short distance, Diedrick suggested to the boy that they separate
for a brief space, inasmuch as they would be
more likely to drive out the· game. This was
done, and the success was surprising and

186

ANIMAL STORIES

speedy. All at once the buphaga ajricana
uttered its piercing note, fluttered excitedly to
view, gyrating about as though caught in a
whirlwind, and proving beyond question that
the enormous game was at hand. And as it
was immediately in front of Bob that the bird
rose, he knew he was near one of the beasts.
He spurred his horse forward and stood up in
the stirrups so as to gain, if possible, a view
of the quadruped. He could see the swaying
grass, and a second later he caught sight of
. the vast back, like a shoal of dried mud, as it
swung ponderously through the vegetation.
The legs of the rhinoceros are so short that a
tall man can stand beside him and look over
his back, and it is curious how such a bulky
mass can attain so great speed.
Nothing inspires a sportsman with courage
so much as the sight of his fleeing game, and
Bob urged his horse to do his best. The steed
did not need spurr_ing, but with a snort of
excitement galloped forward.
When the lad caught sight of the huge
animal again, he could hardly restrain his
excitement.
"We've got him!" he called out. "Let's
shoot him ourselves! The othe~s can wait;
we have earned the best right to the fellow.
Ride fast and he won't get away from us!"
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Bob ceased his appeals for in looking about
he failed to see the Hottentot from whom he
had separated only a few minutes before. He
wondered how it was he had disappeared so .
quickly, but it was no time to inquire and he
kept his horse at his best pace, fired by the
thrilling thought that it might qe his good
fortune to bring down the royal game without
the help of anyone.
Diedrick had vanished, and it was a long
run before the beast would pass within range
of the other party if, indeed, he did so at all.
Bob let the reins lie loose on his horse's neck,
while he held his rifle ready to fire whenever
the proper moment should come.
The conduct of the little bird was not without interest. Having gotten its bulky friend
on the run, it ascended still higher in air and
ceased its cries, as though content to view the
chase from that elevation. When, however,
the rhinoceros held up for a few moments as
if to take its bearings, the bird shot downward
again, uttering such piercing warnings that
the beast plunged forward with renewed
speed.
About th~s time Bob, even when in the flush
of his newly-formed ambition, became aware of
the unpleasant fact that he was not gaining
upon the game. The rhinoceros, perhaps on
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account of its vastly superior weight, crashed
through the obstructions with greater speed
than did the lighter and more graceful horse.
The sight of the laboring beast kept hope
alive in the breast of Bob, who did. not spare
his animal, but, strive as he might, he could
not lessen the space between them.
"You shan't get away without receiving
something to remember me!" exclaimed the
disappointed boy, bringing his rifle to his
shoulder.
He had learned to fire from the back of his
horse when on a gallop, and he was confident
his aim was true at the moment he pulled the
trigger. Most probably he struck the rhinoceros but if so the animal gave no evidence
of it. Like a locomotive, he seemed to have
gotten up steam, and he went crashing and
plunging onward as though he would bear
down a tree or any obstruction in his path.
"I don't know whether he has taken the
right course or not," muttered Bob, drawing
his horse down to a walk, and then checking
him altogether; "but if he has, and runs into
Jack and Dick, he will conclude he made a
mistake in not staying here and having it out
with me."
For a minute or two longer he could hear
the animal tearing through the grass, though
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nothing could be seen of him nor could the
eye follow his course. Even the alarm-bird
was not visible, and Bob could not help
suspecting that the little sentinel had settled
down to rest under the belief that no danger
threatened its gigantic friend.
"I wonder whether the old fell ow won't find
out that a party is waiting in ambush for him,
and turn about and come back for me. If he
does, I'll get a chance after all. But I suppose
the bird will see the danger and will go to
chattering and screaming . again. He will
think it is I, and will take a header right in
among them. What can have become of Diedrick ?-helloa ! what's the matter with my
· my gracious!"
horse?There were few times in the life of Bob
that he received such a shock as he did at that
moment. Hearing a movement in the grass
behind him, he turned his head just as his
horse began to show restlessness, and saw a
second rhinoceros fully as large as the other,
and not twenty yards distant.
It was certainly extraordinary that he could
have ridden so close to the game without its
being detected either by his steed or himself,
but such was the fact, partly due, no doubt,
to the concentration of the attention of the
boy and animal on the fleeing beast.
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The rhinoceros that had just introduced
himself was of prodigious size and seemed of
a milk-white color though its hue was mainly
due to the coating of dried clay that covered
its entire body. Inasmuch as no buphaga
africana was seen or heard giving warning of
impending peril to the beast, it is to be presumed that .the second specimen was not
furnished with such a valuable body-guard.
Another striking difference between the two
creatures was that the second did not show
any of the timidity displayed by the first.
Though he saw the horse and rider and in his
dim, instinctive fashion must have -comprehended that they meant business of the most
serious character, yet he made no attempt to
flee or get beyond rifle-shot.
When Bob faced about, the beast was standing motionless, looking at him and his horse
as if to ask them their errand. The boy could
not help wondering at the enormous bulk of
the rhinoceros, which resembled an immense
hogshead supported on four short posts. As
for its head, with the two curving horns over
its nose, it was ugly beyond description. Its
very repulsiveness was enough to make one
run. But Bob felt the· old thrill when he ran
his eyes over the monster and realized that
the very chance he coveted was his. Here
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was the rhinoceros, and with no one in sight
to rob him of the glory of "bagging" him.
Although the horse was naturally alarmed
when confronted by such a frightful-looking
enemy, he did not break away in a panic as an
untrained animal would have done. He maintained his ground, though his rider felt him
trembling like an aspen. So long as the rhinoceros approached no closer, he would not
flee, but at the first advance of the terrible
beast the steed would become ungovernable.
The two enemies stared at each other
probably less than a single minuto, when the
young hunter felt it incumbent to do something. He could ask no better opportunity
and, raising his gun, sighted at the aggregation of ugliness in front of him and let fly.
He struck the rhinoceros in the head, though
it may be doubted whether the beast was
aware of the fact. He would have aimed at
the.eye could he have identified the little orbs
clearly. Just as he fired a cold chill ran down
his back. He recalled that Diedrick, in talking of these animals, had cautioned his friends
against shooting at their .heads, since it was
almost impossible to inflict a fatal wound.
The proper course was to fire into the side, say
back of the fore leg, where the skin is thin and
a vital portion can be reached.
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Almost at the same instant that the gun
broke the stillness, the rhinoceros uttered a
pig-like grunt and charged. It would have
been beyond the power of the youth to restrain his animal had he wished to do so, but
he had no such desire. He and his steed had
become the hunted instead of the hunters, and
the only duty before them was to leave that
particular section with all possible haste.
The horse made a terrific leap and bounded
off at the highest bent of speed; it was by no
means certain that even that would save him.
A colder shiver than before swept over the
youthful rider when he recalled the alarming
fact that the first rhinoceros had made his
way more swiftly through the tall grass than
his horse was able to do. Bob had forced the
animal to his very best pace and yet the game
had drawn away from him witliout trouble.
Why could not the second beast do equally
well? Aye, why not? A few minutes must
decide.
And so they did. Bob continually glanced
behind him, and with a fear that cannot be
described he saw that the mountainous brute
bearing savagely down upon him was steadily
gaining ground.
The Hottentot was not in sight; the rest
of the party were too far off to render
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THE RHINOCE ROS WAS NOT ONLY GAINING , BUT WAS
GAINING RA.PIDLY.
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assistance, and matte rs certain ly wore a
serious look. It was useless to shout to or
urge the horse; he was inspired by the most
powerful of all motiv es-a morta l fear of the
peril that was bearin g down upon him. He
could do no more than he was alread y doing,
and alas for the noble animal! that was insufficient to save him.
Had Bob Marshall been on the open plain,
he might have escaped for there are few
animals which in fleetness can equal a welltraine d horse, but his pony was unaccustomed
to the grass, which was scarcely any obstruction to the massive rhinoceros. It was hard,
too, for the lad to know that, althou gh he held
a most excellent magazine rifle in his hands, it
was · practically useless. His pursu er presented no vulnerable point while chargi ng
upon him with such speed, unless it was his
eye; and though, as I have said, the lad could
fire quite well from the back of his steed, he
was incapable of such marks mansh ip as was
now required. He made several flying shots,
but it may be doubted wheth er he did more
than graze the brute, if he succeeded even in
doing that.
A short distance only was ridden when Bob
saw that his pony WqS doomed. The rhinoceros was not only gainin g but was gainin g
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rapidly, and in a few minutes would overtake
the steed.
"My horse must go," he thought; "and it
looks pretty rough for me. Where the mischief can Diedrick be?"
A few minutes later the pursuer overhauled
the fugitive. The infuriated rhinoceros ran
his snout under the belly of the horse and Bob,
feeling something strike his foot, glanced
down. The point of the terrible horn had
passed entirely through the body of his steed
and touched his foot. Freeing his feet from
the stirrups, the lad made a flying leap, landing in the grass and falling upon his side with
a violence that stunned him for a few seconds.
During that time he heard the brief but
furious struggle of his horse, which speedily
became still. He was quickly killed by his
savage antagonist, which turned about to look
for the missing rider.
The rhinoce.ros was much closer to the lad
than was pleasant for the latter, but there was
a chance that the youth would not be seen.
He was lying in the grass, his gun a rod distant, and praying that he might escape discovery.
Having finished his dreadful work, the beast
stood still, listening for some sound that
would tell where the presumptuous youth was
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that had dared to fire a gun at him. Had Bob
made the lE. 1st noise the rhinoceros would
have swept down upon him like an avalanche.
From where he lay he could see the long, claycoated body of the monster close to the
ground, looking like a locomotive boiler partly
hoisted in position. The short, beam-like legs
were invisible, but the massive head was uplifted so that it was on a line with the back.
The ears seemed to be tremulous with the
desire to catch the coveted sound that should
betray his victim.
It need not be said that Bob made no noise.
He had shifted his position slightly so that he
was lying on his face, his hat off, his body
flattened close to the earth, while his eyes were
fixed upon his dreaded enemy.
The rhinoceros stood in an attitude of intense attention for several seconds. Then
the ponderous head slowly moved part way
to the left, coming gradually back again so
as to describe a semicircle. He was so close to
Bob while making this movement that the
youth saw distinctly the ugly-looking red
lining of the upper lip-which overhung with a
sharp point the lower jaw, and the dark,
muddy skin running along under the head and
between the fore legs. When the enormous
bulk swung around so that the two sword-like
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horns towered directly above the boy, the
mass settled to rest as though the piggish
eyes, up above, had · detected something
suspicious. .
"He sees me!" was the thought of Bob,
softly drawing in his feet so that he would be
ready to spring up and dart off.
But if the rhinoceros observed the lad, he
ought to have lowered his head, so as to bring
his eyes in position. The fact that he did not
do so led the youth to hope that his presence
remained undetected.
Finally, when the head had described its
partial circle and settled back to rest, the point
of the hideous snout was lowered as though
the owner believed his game had escaped. He
made no further search but with a grunting
sniff moved off through the grass. The course
which he took brought him still nearer
Bob, who scarcely breathed until the beast
lumbered past and vanished in the vegetation,
his crashing tread being audible for several
minutes afterward.
Bob dared not stir until sure his enemy was
gone. Then he rose to his feet and hurriedly
recovered his rifle. That done, he walked over.
to where his poor horse lay. Tears came to
his eyes as he gazed at the noble animal, for
there was no breath left in his body. When
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Bob had stood several minutes in silence, lie
stooped and removed the bridle and saddle.
"We have spare horses, but alas, my faithful pony, none of them is you!" he muttered.
"I'lf take these with me."
The direction of the wind enabled him
to form a general idea of the proper course to
reach Jack and Dick. He · tramped through
the tall grass, reflecting on .the contrast between hunting wild game and being hunted
yourself by the wild game.
As the Frenchman observed, "It iz veree
fine to hunt ze tigare, but when ze tigare hunts
you it is not so~~/'-

CHAPT ER XIII
A WHOLE ARMFUL

Jack Harvey and Dick Brownell
impatiently awaited the appearance of the
royal game which Bob and Diedrick expected
to drive toward them.
"I don't think I'll try my lasso on him,"
remarked the Texan after they had sat some
minutes in silence.
"No ; he is one of the few animals that is too
powerful to be checked by the stronges t
horse. I think it would be hard work for anyone to bring him to a halt. But the greatest
obstacle in the way of success, it seems to me,
is that plaguey little bird that is always on
guard."
"There's one way of fixing that."
"How?"
"Shoot the thing, if it won't keep _its clatter
still. After we get it out of the way we shall
have some chance. I've known sportsmen to
do that when hunting the rhinoceros."
Dick shook his head. "That strikes me as
wrong. I cannot see any justification fo~
killing a little bird simply because it warns an
animal of danger."
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"Is it any more wrong than shooting the
animal itself?" was the pertinent query of
Jack. "We are apt to forget-helloa ! I hear
something!"
· The horses became restless, but they were
so well trained that they kept their places and
were speedily soothed. The rhinoceros that
was first observed had indeed taken the back
trail and was heading for the horsemen. The
intervening grass prevented him catching
sight of the men until quite close, so there was
every chance of gaining a good shot at the
beast.
He was yet some distance off, pounding
through the vegetation, when the little bird
which had perched itself again on his back
made the alarming discovery that its gigantic
patron was plunging directly into the danger
from which he supposed he was fleeing. Instantly the bird shot up in the air, circling,
uttering its wildest cries, and straining every
nerve to apprise the rhinoceros of his peril.
But the situation was ~n unfortunate one for
the endangered party. He knew, of course,
that his enemies were near, but as he last
saw them directly behind him, he must have
supposed they were advancing from that
point.
Accepting the warning of his diminutive
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friend, therefore, as a call to increase his
speed, he crashed forwar d until he found him-self in front of the party from which he
supposed he was fleeing. Observing the
horsemen, he stopped, wheeled and started off
in the opposite direction; but this was what
the hunter s were waiting for. Jack Harvey
knew the proper and, indeed, the only manne r
in which the beast should be shot, and he and
Dick fired together.
Struck under such circumstances, the
animal could not fail to be hit hard. He
emitted his whiffing, pig-like grunt and drove
furiously throug h the grass for a few steps,
when he lunged forward, plowing up the earth
with his horned nose and rolling upon his side .
Then the mountainous mass lay still.
"He is dead!" exclaimed Dick, in no little
excitement, spurrin g his horse toward him.
"Be careful!" admonished J a.ck,. scarcely be-hind him. "The animal sometimes pretend s
he is dead, like the 'possum, and he may rip up
your horse if you ride too close."
Thus warned, the lad sprang to the ground
and advanced toward the carcass, his friend
doing the same. A brief scrutiny convinced
them that the ,game was lifeless and they
stepped forwar d to make a closer ex...
amination.
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"That is curious," remarked Dick, afte r

inspecting every par t of the body; "I can 't find
a wound upon it."
"No," replied the Texan, "the re is none to be
seen unless it's on the othe r side; and the only
way to decide that is to dig a pit und er him
for he's too big to roll over."
"Bu t you and I fired from his left side and
he is lying on his righ t, so it would seem we
oug ht to see the wounds. Where, then , are
the mar ks?"
"Though you may see no signs of them, they
have done thei r execution all the same. If the
carcass was turn ed over you would not see
any hur t on the othe r side. The reason is the
skin is so thic k and flabby that when a bullet
passes thro ugh it into his body, the skin slides
ove r and covers up the wound. No blood
shows itself, even thou gh the bea st is mortally wounded, for he bleeds to deat h inwardly."
Dick laughed for he had forg otte n a fact
which had once been fam iliar to him. "I
oug ht to have remembered that ," he said,
add ing: "Well, we have brou ght down our
game, and from the sounds of the gun s I
shouldn't be surp rise d to lear n that Diedrick
and Bob have been equally fort una te."
At that moment a fam iliar voice was hea rd
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calling: "Helloa, fellows! Where are you?"
"This way, Bob! What's up?"
"I'm all right," was the reply, "but I have
lost my horse and Diedrick too."
Before his friends could ask the meaning of
this alarming declaration, Bob explained that
they had become separated and he did not
know where to look for the Hottentot. He had
vanished so suddenly and kept out of sight
so persistently that Bob was afraid some accident had befallen him. The Texan, however,
felt little anxiety on his account. "He understands the country and himself well enough
to pull through any scrape he is likely to run
into," Jack declared.
·Bob and Dick were opposed to anything like
a desertion of their friend, who might really
be in need of help. The question was still undecided when the three heard the report of a
rifle from the direction of the grass beyond
them.
"That's his gun!" exclaimed Bob. "He's
all right."
"I hope he is," said Dick, "but I don't know
as there is any noticeable difference between
the noise made by guns. That weapon may
belong to someone else."
The three horsemen rode to the crest of a
gentle slope: Bob mounted behind Dick and
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Jack, carrying the extra saddle and bridle.
Suddenly, to their amazement, they saw Diedrick approaching on foot. The Hottentot
caught sight of the party on the crest and
waved his hand in salute. The conclusion
was unanimous that his horse had been slain
in some encounter with a savage beast; when
the· spectators were astounded to catch sight
of the beast himself. He was some two hundred yards behind his master and was walking
in the same direction,. the intervening grass
probably shutting them out from sight of each
other.
"What can that mean?" was the natural
query of Bob Marshall.
'~He has lost his horse· his horse has lost
him," said Jack. "He has wearied of looking
after the horse, ~:t'ild now the horse has begun
to look for him."
It really appeared as if such was the fact,
though the truth could not be learned until
the arrival of Diedrick, who was making good
progress in their direction. As he continued
advancing, his pony did the same. Suspecting that he was unaware of the peculiar position, his friends refrained from doing or
saying anything that could give·him a clue to
the truth.
"Where is your horse?" shouted Jack
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Harvey as the panting fell ow hurried up the
slope.
"Me lose him-he gone-run off-neber see
-break my heart-"
At that moment the Hottentot heard the
sound of hoofs and turned to look behind him.
When his eyes rested on his own animal, the
expression on his face and his whole manner
were amusing beyond description. His under
jaw fell, his eyes protruded, his legs bent forward at the knees as though about to give
way, his gun dropped from his grasp, and his
fingers spread a part as though each repelled
the other. He appeared to be in a collapse of
amazement and chagrin.
The three who were seated on their horses
laughed merrily for the sight was the most
amusing on which they had gazed for many a
day. It looked, indeed, as if the returning
steed shared in the general hilarity for the
trot was accompanied by a whinny, as he
dropped down to a ·walk and came to a halt
within arm's reach of his master.
By this time Diedrick had recovered himself
and, seizing the bridle, he bounded upon the
back of the animal. Then the native appeared
to boil with indignation because of the ridiculous light in which he had been placed by
his steed. He began beating his ribs with his
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feet, as though he meant to stave them in.
But it must not be thought that the Hottentot's broad, flat heels inflicted any particular
hurt. He was unable to punish the pony in
that fashion, and it was not until he had kept
it up for some minutes, accompanying it by all
sorts of calumny on the brute's ancestors, that
the horse broke into a gallop. When Diedrick
thought he had chastised him enough (and
about that time the latter was beginning to
enjoy the sport) he gradually sheered him
round and headed him back toward the waiting party, which he joined in the course of the
next few minutes.
The experience of Diedrick had been hardly
less thrilling than that of his young friend,
from whom he had separated for the purpose
of driving the rhinoceroses toward the horsemen who were waiting on the other side of the
tall grass. It seemed to be a good day for
that species of ungulate mammals for the
native had not gone far when the fright of his
horse showed that something in the way of
game was close at hand. He became so restless that he refused to advance farther and
the native lost his temper. As he had pursue<i,
a different direction from that taken by Bob,
the two were a considerable distance apart,
and the only notice that reached the ear of the
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native of anything special being under way
was the report of the fad's rifle. That did not
cause him uneasiness, and just then his own
hands were full of business.
Diedrick dismounted to learn the cause of
his horse's fright, advancing in a straight line
and in doing so he committed an unfortunate
error. The particular animal that had frightened his horse was not where he supposed, but
in an unusually thick mass of grass to the
right. The Hottentot had gone but a short
distance when he heard a whiffing grunt that
he recognized. He wheeled just in time to
see a black rhinoceros charge from the matted
grass in a paroxysm of fury because he was
intruded upon by a horse and his rider.
Fortunately for the latter, however, the
animal paid no heed to him but concentrated
his rage upon the steed and proceeded to "go
for him" with a vigor that could not be surpassed. No animal possessing the power of
locomotion will stand still before such an
attack. The steed bounded· off and dashed
through the grass on a dead rum
In this case the horse could travel slightly
faster _than the one ridden by Bob Marshall,
while the rhinocero_s, being smaller, could not
go as rapidly as the pursuer of the youth.
Thus it happened that the fugitive was able to

r
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outrun the vicious rhinoceros. The Hottentot
did not wish to lose his horse and he had some
desire to capture the rhinoceros, so he ran
after the beast with all the speed of which he ' .
was master. Thus a sort of double chase was
set on foot; while the rhinoceros pursued the
horse, the Hottentot chased the rhipoceros,
the front and rear of the procession being
on the best of terms, while the middle portion
was arraye d agains t both.
In this novel competition, Diedrick was at a
great disadvantage, the ·others being much
more fleet than he. They rapidly drew away
and disappeared from sight. By and by the
native was compelled to drop down to a slow.
walk, tramping wearily and heavily, and
speculating against which animal he felt the
fiercest resentment. He was angry toward
the rhinoceros as a matter of course, but he·
expected much better things of his intelligent
horse~
·
His belief was that tne chase cou]d not last
long for the pursue r must soon lose sight of
the horse in the grass and see that it was
hopeless. Diedrick expected to come up with
his pony in a brief while but to his dismay
when he examined the ground at his feet he
learned he was off the trail altogether. For a
few minutes succeeding this discovery he was

THE STEED BOUNDED OFF AND DASHED THROUGH THE GRASS ON

A DEAD RUN.
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the best specimen of a Hottentot "mad clear
through" that can be imagined. Convinced
finally that it was useless to follow him, he
turned to rejoin his friends and what followed
has already been told.
In narrating his adventure, Diedrick made
a statement which threw the other three into
a flutter of excitement. The rhinoceros that
had given him such a sharp brush was a
female, and at the moment she' had rushed
from her resting-place on the intruder he had
seen a little one lying in the grass. It must
have been quite young for it made no attempt
to follow its mother.
"That's lucky!" exclaimed Dick Brownell.
"There's just the best chance in the world to
secure the very prize we want."
"And you'll gain a chance to use that lasso
of yours, Jack," laughed Bob Marshall. "I
know you must have felt bad to sit here and
have so little part in the fun."
The afternoon was so far along that there
was no time to spare. Mounted in the manner
described, the four hunters on their three
steeds plunged into the grass. Diedrick took
the lead and had not penetrated two hundred
yards in the grass when he almost ran his
horse against' the very female for which he
was searching. But for the alertness and

ANIMAL STORIES

211

vigilance of the pony, he would have been impaled on the frightful horn of the brute. Dick
Brownell had just time to turn his pony to one
side and Jack Harvey to the other when the
native shot between them with the rhinoceros
in hot pursuit. This "arrangement" gave
the very chance the hunters wanted, since the
beast, paying no attention to them, exposed
her broadside as she lumbered past. Jack,
Bob and Dick let drive at the proper moment
and it may be safely said that no animal of
that species was ever killed with greater
suddenness. The vast bulk sagged forward
and downward, swinging over on one side, and
the animal died without a struggle.
"That's well enough," remarked Jack
Harvey after taking a hasty survey of the
carcass, "but where's the youngster?"
It seemed curious that the mother should
have come to this spot and abandoned her offspring when the latter was so very young,
for the rhinoceros and her progeny display a
strong affection for each other. Our friends
believed the little one could not be far off, the
mother probably having been on her way to it
when she stopped to give battle.
"It- would be cruel to leave the little one
without any attendance," said Dick, "and it
will make a hole in our supply of-milk-I say,
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Bob," he suddenly added, "there's something
moving through the grass right ahead of
us."
Diedrick too had caught sight of the object
and hastened toward it. The next instant he
called out that the young rhinoceros was
found, and the party closed around the prize.
It was one of the funniest sights you can
imagine. About the size of a large, chunky
dog, it was so ugly-looking that no one could
view it without laughing, as it came waddling
through the grass, poking its comical snout
here and there in quest of its mother. It paid
no attention to the horsemen and would have
pushed its way straight to the inanimate
parent had they not interposed their animals
across its path.
"Well, I'll be hanged !" exclaimed Jack
Harvey with a laugh. "I've seen a good many
homely-looking things in my life, but that
beats them all."
The youngster, finding its way blocked,
raised its head and looked up at the hunters as
if to inquire what it all meant. Its body was
pig-shaped, its legs short, round and unsymmetrical and its head bore some resemblance to that of a calf swollen much out
of. shape. Just above its blunt nose was a
hump, the beginning of the horn, which does
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not acquire its full growth for eight or ten
years.
· Mingled with the feeling of amusement was
that of pity for the little one that was looking
for its parent. Without a moment's hesitation, Jack Harvey sprang from his mustang
and, gathering the pumpkin-like object in his
arms, clambered back into the saddle. It required all his strength to do so, and when he
was seated once more on his steed, he found
· he had his hands full indeed for it weighed a
good many pounds and was as awkward to
handle as a prize watermelon. Had it offered
any resistance, the task would have been impossible, but the prize was unexpectedly
docile, lying as motionless.in its novel restingplace as a tired lamb reposes in the arms of its
shepherd.
Camp was reached without mishap and Carl
Godkin was delighted. He took the pumpkinlike creature in his arms and carried it to
a part of the inclosure reserved for extra
company. It was furnished with a supply of goats' milk and disposed of such a
quantity that it almost caused consternation
· among the natives when they reflected the
demand was sure to increase rapidly instead
of diminish.
"Do. you know," said the director later in
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the evening, after supper, and when he and the
Texan had relighted their pipes, "that our
work is almost finished? There is but one
more animal for us to capture."
"What 's that?" asked Dick and Bob together.
"A hippopotamus. As soon as we get one
or two of them, I shall pull up stakes and start
for Port Natal. And they are around us.
While you were off on your hunt, Pongo and I
took the best observation we could without the
aid of the glass, and we saw a couple over on
the other side of the· river. Tomorrow, as
soon as we can make a start, we will be off on
the hunt."
"Who will compose the party? " asked Dick.
"We'll take Pongo and Diedrick along; they
are natives of the country and know a good
deal about its animals."
"I suppose we'll make use of the raft to
cross the stream," remark ed Bob.
"Yes, we must cross to the other shore, for
the indications point to the animals being
there. We had a stroke of luck this afternoon," added the director, "for while I was
along the bank of the river hunting for signs,
a dug-out drifted by so close that with little
-work I secured and brough t it ashore." ·
"It strikes me that that's suspicious," said
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Jack Harvey. "Leastways we would believe
so in my part of the world."
"No, I don't think there's any cause for
alarm for the wild men-"
"What noise u, that?" interrupte d the
Texan.

15

... .... ,
,I,"':•'

;

;~ .~f.. t,1

'

'

. ·-;.':.' - ' !'·

-:

-I

~,

-~

"' t

:~•'" •· .,,. ,.

.

,•

l

-'

.

(

.,_

..

. 1 ...

'
,,....

-~.

..-,./·..
'1+-·

.........:,.

'.

.• ,,. .. :- •..J,I\
.-~~:

CHAPTER XIV
A STROKE OF FORT UNE

AT the same moment Jack had asked his
breathless question, Pongo came runn ing towar d. them. "River-horse in gras s," he said.
"Ou t ther e-m e see him."
"Well, I'll be hanged!" exclaimed Jack.
"Why not go on the hun t to-night, Carl ?"
"We will," was the reply. "Come on, Pongo
and Diedrick and the rest of you. Jack, you
don't wan t you r lasso, but each of you make
sure you have a weapon. Pongo, leave you r
boomerangs behind and fetch one of the shotguns."
A few minutes late r the part y, numbering
six, were hurr ying tow ard the rive r whence
had come the suspicious sound and where the
Bushman had seen the mountainous behemoth. It was not in sigh t but a heavy
splashing on the other side of the strea m left
no doubt that th~ animal had crossed the rive r
and was making its way along the opposite
bank.
There were the raft and dug-out ready for
use, and it need not be said they were appr~211
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priated without delay. The boat, thougn
quite large, was barely able to hold three persons while the other structure was somewhat
more buoyant. It was therefore necessary to
employ both means of ferriage. Pongo, Mr.
Godkin an~. Jack Harvey took their places in
the dug-out while the boys and Diedrick
stepped upon the raft, the Hottentot taking
up the long pole. Pongo was an adept in
handling the slender paddle and plied the implement with a skill that took him rapidly
away from his friends. He promised, however, that on landing the gentlemen he would
come back to meet his young friends.
There was no moon in the sky, though it
was clear, and the stars shone with a brilliancy
almost unknown in the Northern hemisphere.
Pongo reached land ere the raft was half
way across. They had disembarked when Mr.
Godkin, whose sense of hearing was unusually
acute, instantly stepped back in the boat
where, standing erect, he brought his gun to
' his shoulder and fired at some object out in
the river.
The director had seen an immense fem ale
hippopotamus swimming toward the other
shore with her young one on her back. He
aimed at the mother and struck her, for she
instantly sank out of sight, all except her huge
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snout and the nos~ of the little one, which still
clung to its support. Before any measures
could be taken to follow her, she vanished in
the gloom.
The fact that she was heading for the other
shore and that she had received a shot that
must have thrown her into a rage caused some
misgivings for Diedrick and the boys who
were approaching on the raft. Pongo was
directed to take the dug-out and push off
as fast as he could go. On reaching the raft
he was to take off the two boys and hurry
back.
Jack Harvey called out in a guarded voice
the explanation of the rifle shot and cautioned the youths to keep quiet. Instantly their
voices were hushed, while the Hottentot plied
the pole with such skill that it caused hardly a
ripple. A brief row brought Pongo to the
side of the raft, where he invited the boys to
step in. Bob obeyed, but Dick drew back.
"I don't see why one place isn't as good as
another," he said in a whisper. "I'll keep
company with Diedrick."
The keen eyes that peered through the surrounding gloom failed to catch sight of the
monster. The fact that she had a young one
with her seemed to be in favor of a neutrality
on her part until she could-place it in some
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safe place that would leave her free to attack
the hunters.
Pongo kept the dug-out close to the raft
with a view of giving what help he could in
the event of attack. He believed the shot of
Mr. Godkin was a mistake since the wounding
of the mother would throw her into a rage and
lead her to attack the hunters before they
were in the best situation to dispose of her.
He expressed the belief that she would deposit
her little one in · shallow water among the
grass, and then turn about and assail
the sportsmen wherever she could reach them.
While our friends are pushing their way
across the stream, suppose I tell you something about the hippopotamus (hippopotamidae) which is undoubtedly the behemoth
of the Bible.
The animal is believed to inhabit nearly all
the great rivers of Africa. Formerly it was
met with as far north as Egypt, but its limit in
that direction is now Abyssinia. Away back
in the remote ages of antiquity, it was common to Europe and Asia, but in its wild state
it lives alone in the Dark Continent.
The period during which the hippopotamus
can remain under water has never been satisfactorily settled, but it is believed to be about
ten minutes. The full-grown animal is a
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dozen feet in length and as much in circumference. Its legs are so short that, where the
ground is uneven, the belly touches the earth
when the monster walks. Its nostrils and ears
are on the same plane, its ears small, short and
stiff, and its hide, of a dirty chocolate color, is
an inch and a half thick. I can conceive of no
more repulsive sight than that of its mouth
when fully open.
The teeth of the hippopotamus are very
formidable, their number, form and situation
varying with its years. The canines are immense tusks, resembling a chisel, and help to
form a fitting apparatus for grinding the
supply for a stomach which is capable of containing six bushels of food. Both the jaws
are movable and constitute a terrible engine
for crushing its prey, whether seated in a boat
or unprot.ected in the water.
Although many claim the hippopotamus is
more stupid than the pig, yet in some respects
he shows remarkable cunning. It is almost
impossible to ensnare him for, no matter how
carefully the contrivance is hidden, the huge
beast seems to suspect something is wrong
and, after pausing a minute or two, will
deliberately walk around the trap upon which
the native has set such hopes.
As a rule, hippopotami are found in families
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of a dozen or a score, though sometimes the
single members are detached for a greater or
less time.
The nostrils are so placed that they are the
first part of the animal to appear when he
rises to the surface, and, like those of the seal,
they are closed while he takes a promenade
along the bed of his river home.
The eyes at first appear to have an unusual
protuberance, but this is a wise provision of
nature, as seen in the eagle and some other
birds of prey, where the muscles and horny
rings constitute a telescopic apparatus which
allows the organs to be protruded or withdrawn at will.
I have referred to the voice of the hippopotamus, but it is of a nature hard to describe.
One hunter speaks of it as a loud and short,
harsh note uttered four or five times quickly
and suggesting the · snort of a horse, ending
with an explosive sound like a bark.
Recalling the situation of our friends, Mr.
·Godkin and Jack Harvey were standing, rifles
in hand, on the farther side of the river, on the
watch for the appearance of the river-horse,
while the raft and dug-out were pushing toward them, Pongo and Bob in the latter and
Diedrick and Dick in the former.
It was natural that all the party should feel

1'HE

ENORMOUS HEAD, WITH THE HIDEOUS JAWS DISTENDED,
SHOT FORWARD AND CAUGHT THE DUG-OUT
BETWEEN THEM.
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more or less uneasiness from the fact that no
one could say where the hippopotamus was.
All appreciated the necessity for stillness, for
a loud word or a careless splash with pole or
paddle might draw the beast directly upon
them.
All at once the two nartives stopped propelling and, leaning forward, peered intently
through the gloom. Observing the alarm of
their guides, as they may be termed, the boys
used eyes and ears to the utmost. All four
heard distinctly the moving of some body in
the water near them. It was not such a ripple
as would have been made by a natural obstruction in the current but it was irregular and
spasmodic, proving that it was caused by
some fish or animal.
Diedrick and Dick were standing erect on
the raft, peering forward in the darkness, the
Hottentot holding the long pole half out of
the water firmly grasped with both hands.
His gun lay near the middle of the raft, but
the lad not only clung to his weapon but kept
it ready for the river-horse if she should
attack them.
Bob remained seated in the stern, but he
was equally prepared with his effective
weapon. As I have stated, the Bushman in
propelling the dug-out faced the front. He
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was accustomed to using his eyes in the gloom,
and yet his vision was not equal to that of the
Hottentot, for it was the latter who exclaimed,
'"Tis the beast we dread!" uttered in a whisper
which all heard.
Pongo had now also detected it, and
whispered: "Speak not-no noise make!"
No one stirred a muscle, for the action of
the hippopotamus led them to hope she had not
observed them. The boys dimly saw the outlines of the vast square snout gliding downstream, at right angles to the course the craft
were pursuing. How everyone wished the
boat and raft would stop! But they dared not
put forth the necessary effort for that would
have attracted the notice of their enemy and
precipitated the attack.
Just at the moment the enormous head
was vanishing in the gloom,a slight splash was
heard, and it sank out of sight. It was impossible to tell what this movement meant for
the hippopotamus, like all animals, is often
controlled by whims, and she may have been
tired of swimming. If such was the fact, she
could walk a while on the muddy bottom until
compelled to come to the surface for air.
Not one of the four moved or spoke. Everything was so dependent upon absolute stillness
that the utmost precaution was taken by all.
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The Bushman sat crouched in the front of the
dug-out with his paddle in the air, ready to
drive the boat backward or forward, as the
exigency might demand. Half of the pole in
the hand of Diedrick was submerged, and
as the dug-out and the raft were floating with
the current, not the slightest ripple was produced.
All of us know how slowly time drags when
we are waiting, and to the anxious group the
minutes seemed tenfold their duration. But
with each passing moment hope increased, for
it lessened the chances of the behemoth rising
anywhere near them. It seemed to all that
fully a half hour had elapsed, when in reality
no more than a third of that period had gone
by, the space during which the river-horse can
stay under water without inconvenience.
Suddenly a faint splash broke the stillness.
It was in the direction of the shore toward
which they were laboring, and was so far off
that it was impossible to tell what produced it.
"What says Pongo ?" asked Diedrick, still
holding the pole motionless.
"We safe--go on-fast!"
He obeyed his own suggestion by dipping
his paddle deep in the current, and the Hottentot, scar~ely a second later, pressed the pole
into the muddy bottom of the river, his body
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almost horizontal from the strenuousness of
his effort.
At this instant came a sound as of rushing
waters, and the heacl of the hippopotamus rose
to the surface directly between the raft and
the dug-out. It was so close, indeed, that the
paddle in the hand of the Bushman struck
the grotesque bulk and slipped off as if from a
wet log.
This involuntary act of Pongo drew the
fury of the beast upon the smaller craft. Th~
enormous head, with the hideous jaws distended, shot forward and caught the end of
the dug-out between them. Then they came
together with resistless force, crushing the
hollowed log as though it were ·made of card-board.
The crash of the splintering wood, the
furious grunt of the behemoth and the flying
spray, all seemed to come simultaneo\lsly and
before the first step could be taken to drive off
the monster or to escape her fury.
A wild cry, such as a man utters in mortal
terror, came from the lips of the Bushman,
who dropped his paddle, caught up his gun and
made a tremendous leap far out into the river.
He could swim like a water-fowl, and the
instant he struck he went under until his feet
touched the velvety bottom. He still Glung to
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his gun for in his eyes 'its value was scarcely
less .than his own life, and, swimming as far
beneath the surface as possible, he came up
only long enough to inhale what air was
needed, when down he went again. He kept
his wits about him and instead of swimming
aimlessly, worked toward the shore which was
the destination of the party.
At the moment the hippopotamus crushed
the boat between her jaws, the situation of
Bob Marshall was scarcely less dangerous
than that of the Hottentot. In one respect it
was not so bad, for he was seated in the stern,
while it was the front portion which collapsed
like an egg-shell in the terrific vise. Indeed,
had Pongo been a whit less spry, his body
would surely have been crushed to a jelly
What Bob did will scarcely be believed when
told. Nevertheless it is strictly true and was
witnessed by his cousin and Diedrick. The
youth insists (doubtless with truth) that the
act was in obedience to the instinctive impulse that comes over man and animal alike in
the crisis of extreme danger.
He sprang to his feet at the mo!Ilent the
stern of the dug-out went down, because
the front was raised by the jaws of the hippopotamus, with the intention of leaping to the
raft; but that was too far to be reached at a
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single bound, and he naturally dreaded to
enter the water when the monster was so near.
Just as the under jaw of the behemoth met
the upper one, Bob sprang forward and placed
one foot upon her back. It was only for an
instant that his weight rested on that extraordinary footstool. Then he made a flying leap
which carried him to the raft, his momentum
almost precipitating him into the water on the
other side despite the hand which Diedrick ·
threw out to check him.
It followed also that in the wild confusion
of the· moment the monster was .slightly bewildered. She did not follow the Bushman
when he made ~is desperate leap, as I have
already shown, nor for a minute or ·so did she
comprehend that the major portion of the
party upon whom she charged was still within
her reach.
There was no possible means of escaping the
hippopotamus by flight, and Diedrick was too
wise to attempt it. "Shoot her! Shoot her!"
he called out, flinging down his pole on the
raft and catching up his gun.
The excited words were still in his mouth
when Bob, taking the best aim he could in the
gloom, lodged a ball in the skull of the beast. .
Dick almost touched the head when he too
pulled trigger, and the Hottentot was equally
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prompt in discharging his weapon. Thus, in
the briefest possible time two bullets and a
charge of shot were fired, not one of them
failing to "reach home."
But even with such wounds, the beast would
have been able to inflict fatal injuries upon
all three of her enemies but for the fact that
the ball fired by Bob was providentially directed. It went plumb into the right eye and
thus plowed its way to her brain. Rendered
partially blind, she emitted a rasping grunt
and charged upon the ruins of the dug-out.
Her impetuosity carried her almost over the
crushed log and instead of grasping it in her
distended jaws, her fore quarters bore it
under the surface and out of sight. At that
juncture she seemed to gain some idea of the
true state of affairs and, making a circle with
such a rush that the water foamed away from
her head as it does from a rapidly driven boat,
she plunged toward the raft on which our
three friends were standing.
This was the golden opportunity for the
repeating rifles the boys held and Diedrick
emptied the shot-gun into the head of the
peast, but made no attempt to use the weapon
further, leaving his companions to complete
the work so well begun.
"What are you doing?" called Jack Harvey
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from the shore. "Why don't you fill her full
of lead?"
And that is precisely what Bob and Dick
proceeded to do in the most approved fashion.
The shot that the former sent into the eye of
the animal bewildered her so that the charge
which she made on the raft miscarried. She
plowed by it in the most grotesque manner.
Realizing her failure, she turned again but by
this time her fearful wounds produced their
inevitable effect and becoming suddenly motionless, she disappeared beneath the surface
like the sinking of an enormous diving-bell.
The behemoth was dead and was seen no
more.
During this flurry our two friends on the
shore were in what may be called a state of
mind. They had set out with the expectation
of taking charge of the hippopotamus business and yet, through the rush of circumstances, it had passed wholly out of their
hands and was pushed to an issue by the boys
and natives.
"I think, Carl," said the Texan, stamping
back and forth, half exasperated from his enforced idleness, "that there must be more of
those critters round here, since they herd
together, and I don't propose to let the folks
out there have all the fun."
16
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"It was that shot of mine that played the
mischief," replied the director, "but things are
so lively out on the stream that I'm afraid
something may have gone wrong with the
boys."
"Have no fear," was the reass~ring response of the Texan, who, as he afterward
stated, was without the least concern for his
young friends. "They have their guns and
from the way things sound they are using
them to advantage."
"Is that you, Pongo ?" asked the director,
stepping to the edge of the stream and peering
out into the gloom.
. "It me-Pongo," was the answer, and the
next minute the Bushman rose to his feet and
walked ashore.
"Why didn't you come in the dug-out?"
queried Jack Harvey, who suspected what had
taken place.
"How come in dug-out when ain't any dugout come in-eh?"
"What's become of it?"
"River-horse chaw him up."
"Ah," laughed Mr. Godkin, "that makes
another matter of it. Your explanation is
accepted. How are the boys getting along?"
"Get 'long like thunder," was the rather
startling reply.
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Then the raft came near enough for Bob
and Dick to announce that their assailant was
killed and soon all parties were shaking hands
and congratulating one another on the f ortunate issue of the hunt.
But you will recall that the real business
that had brought them thithe r was unac~omplished. They had slain the mother hip~
popotamus but had not capture.d her young,
nor could anyone tell where it was to be
found.
The dug-out would have been a most con• ·
venient help in searching for it, but it had
been destroyed and all that remained was the
raft. When our friends came to step on this,
it would not sustain them.
"Me swim," said Pongo, springing into the
water and strikin g out vigorouslyfor the other
shore.
Diedrick would have imitated him had there
been .necessity for doing so, but the raft was
found just buoyant enough to bear the three
men and two boys, while the Hottentot was
serviceable in using the pole. At the very
moment the raft entered the tall grass a great
splashing was heard some way above, and the
well-known voice of Pongo rang out: "Come
help- me got him-f ight hard!" .
Everyone on the raft leaped off and dashed
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through the water and vegetation to the spot
where the native :was struggling with something.
Pongo had no thought of anything of the
kind, but was swimming leisurely and finding
he could reach bottom with his feet, he stopped
floating and began walking out on land. He
had reached a point where the water came
only to his knees when he was startled by some
queer-looking creature rushing from the grass
and impetuously attacking him. It was on
him before he could retreat, but fortunately its
capacity for inflicting injury was less than
its will, and the nose which it banged against
the legs of the Bushman did no harm, though
it came nigh knocking him over. Pongo
recognized it at this moment, and knowing
the anxiety of his employers to obtain a young
hippopotamus, he resolutely grappled with it
and shouted for help.
Notwithstanding its youth, the little
pumpkin-bellied creature fought and floundered with .such vigor that it required the
united exertions of Pongo, Mr. Godkin and
Jack Harvey to overcome and get it out on
dry land, where it still rolled, rooted, butted
and grunted like a pig with the colic. Had
they been a little farther from camp, they

THE WELL-KNOWN VOICE OF PONGO RANG OUT: "CoME HELPME GOT HIM-FIGHT HARD!"
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would have sent thither for conveniences to
help carry it, for the little one was so bulky it
was too big a load for a single person to
transport without help. As it was, however,
the distance was short, and it was brought in
after considerable difficulty and lodged in its
quarters which, I may say, was all the room
that remained at the disposal of the hunters,
though of course more could have been
arranged.
"That winds up our work of catching
animals in South Africa," said Mr. Godkin,
once more resuming his seat around the campfire. "Tomorrow we begin to make preparations for the journey to Port Natal."
"But," said Dick Brownell, "the largest
animal of all has not been caught."
"You mean the elephant? I did intend to
try to secure one or two of them, but our chief
said he needed them less than any other
curiosities. He has a large number in his
show, and if he needs more he will meet no
trouble in buying them. He told me not to
put myself out to secure them, though if a
good opportunity presented, I might gather
some in. We may gain a chance on the way."
True to what he said, the ·preparations were
made at an early hour the next day to start
for the sea-coast. It was a big job, and the
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journey was necessarily long, tedious and
excessively trying. Their captives formed a
goodly menagerie, and my friends could count
themselves fortunate if they succeeded in
reaching Port Natal without the loss of more
than three or four. Mr. Godkin's experience
in the business fitted him better than any man
that could have been selected for the delicate
and difficult work. There seemed no possible
contingency of which he did not think and for
which he did .not provide. But he assured me
that of all the tasks he ever undertook, that of
conducting the train and the animals through
the long stretch of desert and mountainous
country from a point west of the center of
southern Africa to Port Natal was . the
hardest. He suffered three attacks from wild
men, in which Valmur and Gooboo were
killed and Orak was again wounded-this
time so severely that he will never fully
recover from it. In the second fight Pongo
distinguished himself by instantly killing one
of the assailants with a boomerang, decapitating him as neatly as it could have been done
by a sword of a Crusader.
Govozy, another native, fell sick when in
the Orange Free State, and, despite everything that could be done, died and was buried
in one of the wildest glens in the mountains.
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Both Bob Marshall and Dick Brownell became
ill with some fever peculiar to the country,
but fortunate ly they pulled through and expressed themselves as being stronger than
ever.
The rhinoceros and hippopotamus developed
such amazing appetites they threatene d to
raise a famine in the expedition. Three of
the oxen, two of the goats and one of the
horses perished on the way, but when at last
the far-off destination was reached and the
wearied party looked out on the flashing
waters of the Indian Ocean, not a single one
of the captives was missing, and all were in
excellent condition. It was an exploit of
which any person might feel proud, and the
handsome gold watch and chain which Mr.
Carl Godkin now wears was sent to him as a
token of the appreciation of his employers for
his skill and devotion.
At Port Natal the remaining natives were
paid liberally for their services, with the
promise that when my agents went that way
again, they would be sought out and reengaged, for they had rendered most excellent
service, and Pongo and Diedrick especially had
proven themselves beyond value. I have met
other travelers in South Africa who have
~mployed them, and they all spea:k in the
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highest terms of their faithfulness and skill.
When I add that the captive animals which
were shipped from Port Natal to England and
thence to America, made the long voyage in
safety, you will agree with me that the expedition which I sent into South Africa was

brilliantly successful in every respect.
THE ENDJ

The Book You Have Just Read
is one of

EVE RY CHIL D'S LIBR ARY
and each volume in this Library is a vital part of the
child's rich inheritan ce in the world of books-- the
best which the best authors have written for boys
and girls.
Cornelli , Her Childho od
- - - - J obanna Spyri
The Blue Fairy Book - - - - - - Andrew Lang
Black Beauty - - - - - - - - - Anna Sewell
East o' the Sun and West o' the Moon - - - Dasent
Hans Brinker, or The Silver Skates
- - - - - - - - - Mary Mapes
The Swiss Family Robinso n - Jean RudolphDodge
Wyss
Robinso n Crusoe - - - - - - - - Daniel Defoe
Pinocch io - - - - - - - - - - - D. Co/Jodi
Granny' s Wonder ful Chair
- - - Frances Browne
A Little Swiss Boy
- - - - - - Johanna Spyri
The Cuckoo Clock
Mrs. Molesw orth
The Princess and the Goblin - George MacDon ald
The Princess and Curdie - - -George MacDon ald
Uncle Titus in the Country - - - - Johanna Spyri
Robin Hood
- - - - Henry Gilbert
King Arthur for Boys
- - - - - Henry Gilbert
The Red Fairy Book - - - - Andrew Lang
Heidi
- - - - - - - - - - - Johanna Spyri
Jim Davis - - - - - - - - - John Mase.i.eld
A Christm as Carol - - - - - - Charles Dickens
A Dog of Flanders
- - Louisa de la Ramee
Treasur e Isfand Robert Louis Stevenso n
The Black Arrow
- - - Robert Louis Stevenso n
Kidnapp ed
Robert Louis Stevenso n
Maxa's Children - - - - - - - J obanna Spyri
At the Back of the North Wind- George MacDon ald
Animal Stories
- - - - - - - - P. T. Barnum
Little Men
- - - - - - - - Louisa M. Alcott
An Old-Fas hioned Girl - - - - Louisa M. Alcott
Little Women - - - - - - - Louisa M. Alcott
A Wonder -Book for Boys and Girls
- - - - - - - Nathani el Hawtho rne
These books can be secured from the bookdea ler wbo
supplied this volume.

€ ~=

Vi/ I

_,"T:

-+

~- -

I

,,;•

I-.!.

~-.

1•-

-,-

-

1,_

--

T."r

_,

.

,,

.

·,· ..

,._

''
-

:

<I

-i'

•

•(.

I

